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Merry Wives of Windſor. 


oo oo TEES 
SCENE I. before Page's Houſe, in Windſor. 
Enter Juſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans. 


$hal-CITR Hugh, perſuade me not; I will make 

a Star- Chamber matter of it: if he were 
NY. Sir John Falſtaffs, he thall not abuſe Ro- 
bert Shallow, Eſquire, 

Fler. In the county of Glouceſter, juſtice'of peace, 
and Coram. 

Sdal. Ay, cbuſin Slender, and —— 

Slen. Ay, and Rotulorum too; ntleman 
born, Matter Parſon, who writes hi — rmigero, 
to any dil, ann, quitrance,' or obigation—Ar- 
migero. 

Shut. Ay, that I do, and have done, any tiene, 
theſe three hundred years. 

Shen, All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, hive 
done't: and all his anceſtors, that come after him, 
may: they may give the dozen white Luees, In their 
coat, 

Shel. It is an old that. 

Eve. The dozen white Lowſes do beo e an 614 
coat well; it agrees well, paſſant; "it'is a familiar 
beaſt to man, and ignifies love. 

Slen 1 I may quarter, coz. 

Sha}. You may, by marrying. 

Eve. It is 'tharritg indeed, if he qua it. | 

Sbal. Net à whit. 

Eve. Yes, per lady; if he has a quarter of your 
cent, there is but three ſkirts for Foutfelf, In my 
: le conjectures; but that is all one: if Sir John 

aff have tommitted diſparagements upon you, 
I am of the church, and will be glad to do my be- 
nevolence, to make atonements and” compromiſes 
det ween you. 

Sbal. The council ſhall hear it; it is 4 Hot. 
Za. It is not meet the couneil bear of à tiot; 
there is no fear of Gor'i in a riot: the council, look 
you, ſhall defire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 

hear a rot; take your vizaments in that. 

Sbal. Ha! o' my life, if I were voanf dh in, the 
ſword ſhould end it. 

Eva. It is pettet that friends is che ford move 
end it ; and there is alſo another device in my ptain, 
which, peradventure,” prings god di ſeretions with 


it: there j is Anne Page, Which is daughter do Maſ- 
ter Gedfpe e is y vir nity. 
Sen, Mrs. Anne Page? ſhe has brown hair, and | 


ſpeaks ſmall, Uke a woman. 

Eva. It is Thar fery perfon for all the orld; a8 Juſt 
as you will defiret and ſeven hundred pounds of mo- 
nies, and gold, and filver, as her grandfire upon His 


death- bed give her, When ſhe is Able to overtake ſe · 


venteen years old: it were a. good COW! if we 


leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire à mar- 
riage between Maſter Abraham Slender, and Mrs. 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Did her grandſite . her ſeven hundred 

ounds ? 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter 
penny. 

Slen, I know the young gentle woman: the has 
good gifts. 


Ewa. Seven hundred pounds and poffibilities Ts 


Loot gifts. 


Sbal. Well; let us ſee, honeff Me. Page ; Ts Fal- 
ſtaff there? 
Ea. Shall I tell you a lye? I do deſpiſe a lyar, is 
[ do deſpiſe, one that is falſe; as I deſpiſe one that 
is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there: and I 
befeech you. be ruled by your well-wiſhers, I Will 
peat the door [Xn&s.] for Maker Paye.. What, 
noa! Got blefs your houſe here, * 
Enter Mr. Page. * | 
Page. Who's there? 
Eva. Here's Got's pleffing and your Friend," and 
Juſtice Shallow; and here's young Maſter Slender, 
that peradventure ſhall tell you another tale, if ma- 


ters grow to your Hiking. 
Page. I- am glad to fee your worſhip — 
thank you fot my veniſon, Maſter Shallow. I 


Sbal. Maſter Page, I am glad to ſee you : much 
good do it your good heart; I wiſh'd your veuiſon 
detterz it was illkil'd, How doth good Mrs. Page“ 
And I thank you always with my heart, la; with 
my heart, Is Sir John Falſtaff here? 

Page. Sir, he's within; and I would I could do 

a good office between you! _ 

Eves. It is ſpoke as a Chri&ians ought to ſpeak. 

$hal. He hath wrong'd me, Maſtet Page - 

Page. Sit, he dotk in ſome ſort confeſs it, 

Sbal. It it be conteſa d, it is not redteſs d; is not 
that ſo, Maſter Page? He hath wrong d me, indeed 
he bath, at 4 word he hath; balieve me, 1 
Shallow, Eſquire, faith, be is wrong d. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 

Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolph, Nym, and Piſtol. 

Fal. Now, Maſter Shallow, you'll" complain of 
me td che Ring ? 

Spal. Knight, you have beaten my men, id 
my deer; ind broke open my lodge. 

Fel. But not kiſ'd your keeper's daughter. 

bal. Tut, à pin; this malt be anfwer d. 
Fal. I will anſwer it; ſtraight I have done all 


dal. The council alf kenvw this. 


| this. That is nw anſwer d. 


«9 


{ 


— > — 


[ | 
| 


(Ful. Twere better for you, if it were not known 
in council; you'll ve laugh'd ac, 
Ewa.” Panta ve, ba, Sir John, good worts. 
Fal. Good worts? Goo cabbage. Slender, 1 
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ke your head ; what matter have you againſt me? 
Wes 15, Str ö 


» Fhave matter in my head againſt 
you, and againſt your coney-catching raſcals, Bar- 
dolph, Nym, and Piſtol. 

Bard. You Banbury cheeſe, 
Slew. Ay, it is no matter. 
Pift. How now, Mephoſtophilus? 
Sen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Nym. Slice, I ſay, pauca, pauca: Slice, 
humour ; g 
Slen. Whe 


coutin ? 
- Ewa. Peace, I pray, you; now let us underſtand; 


«4 


ub 


re's Simple, my man ? —Can you tell, 


that's my} 
i 


there is three umpires in this matter; as underttang;' 


that is Maſter Page, fdelicer, Maſter Page; and there 
is myſeit, fidelicet, myicit; and the taird party is, 
fa, and Rally; mine hoſt of the Garter. 
Page. We three to hear it, and end it between 

nne ee 
* * Ferry goot: I will make a prief of it in my 
note-buok, and we wiltafterwards ork upon the cauie 
with as great diſcretions as we can. "IM 
Fal. Piſtol. © . 7 EY F 

Pif. He hears with ears. 

"Eva. The tevil and his tam; what phraſe i 
he hears with cars; Why this is affectations. 
Fal. Piſtol, did you pick Matter Slender's purſe ? 


W 


s this, 


Sen Ay, by, theſe gioves, did he, or 1 would 1 
Might r in mine own chamber again elſe, 


of ſeven groats in mil}-fixpences, and two Edward 
movel- boards, thai coſt me two ſhilling and two pence 
a-picce, of Yead Miller; by theſe gloyes. © © 
al. Is this true, Piſtol ? . rh 
"Ewa. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. 
Pi. Hu thou mountain foreigner; Sir John, and 
Mafter mine, I combat challenge of this latten bilbo; 
word of denial in thy /abras here; word of denial; 
froth and ſcum, thou ly'ſ. % OS; 
Slem. By theſe gloves, then, 'twas he. 
m. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good-humours: | 
will fay marry-trap with you, if you run the baſe hu- 
mour on me; that is the very note of it. 
Sen By this hat, then, he in the red face had it; 
for tho' I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunle, yet Iam not altogether an aſs. 
Ful. What fay you; Scarlet and John? 
Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay the gentle - 
man had drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences. 
Eva. * his five ſenſes: ſye, what the ignorance 
Diner iI DIL UW + DUR | 4 
Bard. And 


is. | 
d being fap, Sir, was, as they ſay, caſhier'd; 

and ſo concluſions paſt the carieres. | 

Slen. Ay, youſpoke in Latin, then, too; but tis 
no matter; Vibne'er\ be drunk whilſt 1 Jive again, 
but in honeſt, civil, godly. company, for this trick; 
and not with drunken knaves. pq 
. 80 Oot udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. Vos hear all theſe matters deny'd, gentle- 
man, you hear it. ; 
TDater Mrs, Anne Page, om Wine. . 
Page:. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'l! 
drink Al "x [Exit Anne Page. 
Slen. Ob, Heaven! this is Mis. Anne Page. 

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page, meeting. 

Page. How now, Mrs. Ford? "rk 

Fal. Mrs, Ford, by my troth, you are very well 
met by your leave, Mrs. Ford. 

Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen welcome 
Come, we have a hot veniſon paſty to dinner 


: 
o 
* 
+ 
- 


2 


1 your good will to the maid 


of Windſor. 
come, . gentlemen, I hope we ſhall- drink down all 
unkindneſs, [Exit Falſtam, Page, Se. 
Manent Shallow, Evaus, ard Slender. 
© Shen, I had rather than forty ſhillings, 1 had my 
| book of ſongs ang ſonnets here. * 5 
nter Simple. % 
How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt 
wait on myſelf, muſt 1? you have not the book of 
riddles about you, have you? 

Sim. Book of riddles! why, did you not lend it 
to Alice Short-cake, upon Allhallowmas laſt, a fort- 
night afore Martlemas ? —_— 

Sbal. Come, coz; come, coz; we ſtay for you: 


\ * © 


— 


ſa word with you, coz: | marry this, cor 3; there is, 


as twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar 
off, by Sir Hugh here: do you underſtand me? 

Slen, Ay, Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable; if 
it be fo, 1 will do that is reaſon. | 

Shal. Nay, but underſtand me. 

Slen. So I do, Sir. La 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, Mr. Slender: 1 
will deſcription the matter to you, if you be capa- 
city of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my couſin Shallow ſays; 
| pray you, pardon me: he's a juſtice of peace in 
his country, ſimple tho' I ſtand here. 

Eva. But that is not the queſtion: the queſtion 
is concerning your marriage. | ; 

Sbal. Ay, there's the point, Sir. 

Slen. Why, if it be ſo, 1 will matry her, upon 
any reaſonable demands. 1 

Eva. But can you affection the oman? let us 
command to know that of your mouth, or of your 
lips: for divers philoſophers hold that the lips is a 
parcel of the mouth; therefore, preciſely, can you 

? ye 

Shol..Couftin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 
Slen. I hope, Sir, I will do as it ſhall become one 
that would do reaſon, 

Eva. Nay, Got's lord and his ladies! you muſt 
ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry ber your deſires 
towards her. 4 wn 

Sbal. That you muſt: Will you, upon good dow- 
ry, marry her. ; 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon 
your requeſt, couſin, in any reaſon... , 

Sbal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet coz; 
what I do, is to pleaſure you, cos; can you love the 
madP:. 119 t | | "ROE. 
Slen. I will marry her, Sir, at your requeſt: but 
if there be no great love in the beginning, yet Hea- 
ven may decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when 
we are married, and have more occaſion to know one 
another; I hope upon familiarity will grow more cox - 
tempt. But if you ſay, marry her, I will marry her; 
that I am freely diſſolved, and diſſolutely. 

Es. It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer; ſave, the 
fault is in th” ort diffolutely: the ort is, according. 
to our meaning, reſolutely;z his meaning is goot. 

Shal. Ay, I think my coun meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or elſe I would 1 might be hang'd, la. 

Enter Mrs. Arne Page. 
Shal. Here comes fair Mrs. Anne, Would I were 


| young, for your ſake, Mrs. Anne | 


Anne, The dinner is on the table; my father de- 
fires your werſhip's company. 
Shal. I ſhall wait on him, fair Mrs. Anne. 
Eva. Od's pleſſed will, I will not be abſence at 
the grace. [ Ereunt Shallow and Evans. 
Anne. Will't pleaſe your worſhip to come in, Sir? 
. Sen. No, I thank you, forſooth, heartily, I am 
very well. F 


Arne, The dinner attends you, Sir, 


go, firrad, for all you are my man, go wait upon 
my couſin Shallow. [Exit Simple.) A juſtice of 
ace ſametime may be beholden to his triend for 
a man. I keep but three men and a boy yer, till 
my mother be dead; but what tho', yet I live a 
poor gentleman born. 
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Slen. 1am not an hunery, I thank you, forſooth : | 


miliar ſtile, and the hardeſt voice of her behaviour, 
to be engliſh'd right, is, I am Sir John Falſtaff s. 
Piß. He hath ftudy'd her well, and tranſlated her 
well, out of honeſty into Engliſh. 1 
Fal. Now the report goes, ſhe has all the rule of 
her huſband's purſe : he hath a legion of angels. 
Nym. The humour riſes; it is good; humour 


Anne. 1 may not go in without your worſhip ; 
they will not fit till you come. 

Slen. I'faith, Vil eat nothing; I thank you as 
much as though I did. : 

Anne. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 

$len, I had rather walk here, I thank you; J 
bruis'd my ſhin th' other day, with playing at ſword 
and dagger, with a maſter of fence, three veneys 
for a diſh of ſtewed prunes, and, by my troth, | 


do your dogs bark ſo? de there bears i'th' town ? 

Anne. I think there are, Sir; I heard them 
talk' d of. N 

Slen. 1 love the ſport well, but I ſhall as ſoon 
quarrel at it, as any man in England. You are 
afraid, if you ſee the bear looſe, are you not ? 

Anre. Ay, indeed, Sir. , 

Slen. That's meat and drink to me, now; I have 
ſeen Sackerſon looſe, twenty times, and have taken 
him by the chainz bat, I warrant you, the women 
have ſo cry'd and ſhriekt at it, that it paſt; but 
women, indeed, cannot abide em; they are very 
ill-favour'd rough things. 

Enter Mr. Page. 

Page. Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come; we ſtay 
for Ou. a 

Sen, I'll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 

Page. By cock and pye, you ſhall not chooſe, Sir; 
come, come. 

Slen. Nay, pray you lead the way. 

Page, Come on, Sir. + 1 Page. 

Slen. Mrs. Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt. 

Anne. Not I, Sir; pray you keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go firſt, truly-la: I will 
not do you that wrong. | 

Anne. I pray you, Sir. 

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly than trouble - 
ſome; you do yourſelf wrong, indeed-la. [Exeunt. 
SCENE I. 

Re-enter Evans and Simple. 

Eve. Go your ways, and aſk of Doctor Caius' 
houſe which is the way; and there dwells one Mrs. 
Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurſe; or 
his dry nurſe, or his cook, or his laundry, his waſher, 
and his wringer, 

Sim. Well, Sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this letter; 
for it iv a *omen that altogether's acquaintance 


with Mrs. Anne Page, and the letter is to deſire 


and require her to ſolicit your maſter's defires to 


cannot abide the ſmell of hot meat ſince, Why 


me the angels. 

Fal. 1 have writ. me here a letter to her; and 
here another to Page's wife, who even now ga 
me willing eyes too, examin'd, my parts z ſome- 
times ſhe kindly view'd my goodly legs, ſometimes 
my portly belly. x 
1 4 Then did the ſun on dunghill ſhine. 

'ym. 1 thank thee for that humour. | 
Fal. O ſhe did fo courſe o'er my exteriors wi 
ſuch a greedy intention, that the appetite of her 
eye did ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glaſs: 
here's another letter to her; ſhe bears tne, purſe 
too; ſhe is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. 
{ will be cheater to them both, and they ſhall be 
Exchequers to me; they ſhall be ny Eaſt and Weſt- 
Indies, and I will trade to them both. Oo, bear 
thou this letter to Mrs. Pagez and thou this ts 
Mrs. Ford : we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

Pift. Shall 1 Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my ſide wear ſteel! > Then, Lucifer, take all l 

Nym. 1 will run no baſe humour: here take the 
humour letter; 1 will keep the *haviour of re- 
putation. 8 ; 

Fal. Here, boy, bear you theſe letters as they 
are directed. [Je Robin, 
Sail like my pinnance to theſe golden ſhores. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt, vaniſh like hail-ſtones; go, 
Trudge, plod away o'th*hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack: 
Falſtaff will learn the humour of the age. 

{French thritt, you rogues, myſelf, and ſkirted Page. 
[Exit Fal. and Boy. 

Pift. Let vultures gripe thy guts; for gord and 
fullam holds: and high and low begviles the rich 
and poor. Teſter I'll have in pouch, when thou 
{ſhair lack, baſe Phrygian Turk. ; 


} Nym. I have operations in my head, 
Which be humours of revenge. ; 
1 Pip. Wilt thou revenge? 
'ym. By Welkin and her ſtar. 
Pi. With wit or ſteel? 
| Nym. With both the humours, I: 
{1 wilt diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford, 
Pi. And I to Page ſhall eke unfold. 
How Falſtaff, varlet vile, 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. | 
Nym. My humour ſhall not cool; I will incenſe 
Ford to deal with poiſon. I will poſſeſs him with 
yellowneſs, for the revolt of mien is dangerous: 
that is my true humour. 


* 


Mrs. Anne Page: I pray you be gone; I will make Piß. Thou art the Mars of male - contents: T 


an end of my dinner; there's pippins and cheeſe to 
0 Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE III. the Garter Inn. 
Enter Falſtaff, meeting Nym, Piſtol, ad Robin. 
Fol. Which of you know Ford, of this town ? 
Pi. ken the wight, he is of ſubſtarice good. 
Fol. My honeſt lads, what think you l am about? 
Pift. Two yards and more. 9 5 a 
Fel. No quips now, Piſtol : Indeed I am in the 
waiſt two yards about; but I am now about ni 
waſte, 1 am about thrift, Briefly, I do mean to 
make love to Ford's wife; I ſpy entertainment in 
ber; ſhe diſcourſes, ſhe carves, the gives the leer 
of invitation; I can conſtrue the action of her fa- 


ſecond thee; troop on. 
SCENE IV. Doctor Caius* Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 
Quick. What, John Rugby! T pray thee go to 
the caſement, and ſee if you can ſee maſter, maſter 
Doctor Caius, coming; if he do, I'faith, and find 
any body in the houſe, here will be an old abuſing 
of Heav'n's patience, and the king's Engliſh. 
Rug. I'll go watch, [ Exit Rugby. 
ric. Go, we'll have a poſſet for't ſoon at night, 
in taith, at the latter end of a ſea-coal fire :' an ho- 
neſt, willing, kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall come 
in houſe withal, and 1 warrant you no teli-tale, nor 
no breedbate; his worſt fault is, that he is given 
to-canting; he is ſomething peeviſh that way; but 


WEE ET 


* 6 


= 
. er SRI eros 119 Or ner 


—— 2 — — 


—— — —— Na — ——— — 1 


| a glover's paring-knite ? 


— A. eres 
© 


Wine 


' quickly: Ver is dat knave Rugby? 


* 


Simple von ſay your name is. 
Kim. Ay, for, fault of a better, 0 
2 uic. And, Matter Sjender's your maſter 
Sim. Ay, forſooth. a | 
NY gic. Does he not wear a great round beard, like 


im. No, forfooth; he hath but a little wee 
ſace with a little yellow. heard, a Cain-colour's 
1 4 
_  Quic, A ſoftly-ſprighted, man, is he not? 


Sim, Ay, forſooth; but be is as tall a, man of 


his hands, as any is between this and his head; he 
hath fought. with a, warrener. 

NQuic. How ſay you? Oh, 1 ſnould remember 
bim; does he. not hold up his head, as it were, and 


* 


ſtrut in his gait? 


th Sim, Yes, indeed, does he. 


_ Quic, Well, Heaven fend Anne Page no worſe 

fortune. Tell maſter Parton Evans Iwill do what 

1 can for your maſter: Anne is a good girl, and } 
Enter Rugby. 


Reg. Out, alas! here comes my maſter. 
Lic. We ſhall all be undone; run in here, good 


i abe cloſet.) He will not ſtay long.——Whar, John 


- young man 80 into this cloſet. { Sbuts Simple 
_ Rugby! John! What, John, I ſay; go, John, go 


enquire for my maſter, I doubt he be not well, that 
he comes not home; and down, down, down a, &c. 
| T7 | as Ko [ Sings. 
. | Enter Doctor Caius. 
Cains. Vat is Jos ſing ?, I do not like des toys; 
pray you go and yetch me in my cloſet un haitier 
werd ; © box, a green-a-box ; do intend vat 1 ſpeak; 
a green-a-box. | 
Nic. Ay, forſooth, I'll fetch it you.—I am glad 
e went not in himſelf; if he had found the man, 
h would have been horn- mad, FA 
Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma foi. Il fait ford cbaud, 
je nen ware a la ccur ia grande affaire. 
Quic. Is it this, Sir? EST. 
Caius, Ouy, meite le au man pocket; depech, 


NQuic. What, John Rugby! John! | | 
Rug. Here, Sir. 
Caizs. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby; come, take - your rapier, and come after) 
my heel to the court. | 
Rug. Tis ready, Sir, here in the porch. 
Caius. By my trot 1 tarry too long; od's me, 
2 ay je eublie: dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, 


dat I vil not for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 
Duice Ay me, he'll find, the young man there, 


and be mad. þ 
Cast. O diable, diable! vat is in my cloſet? - 
Villaine, larrgn, Rugby! my rapier. | 


#; Pulls Simple out of the cloſet.” 
vic. Good maſter, be content. | | 
Caigs. bench ſhould I be content-a 

; S. The young man is an honeſt man. 
Cain. What fhall de honeſt man do in my clo- 
ſet? dere is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my 
gloſe e. | | | 


Quic, I beſeech you be not ſo pblegmatic; hear 


the truth of it. He came of an exrand to we from 
parſun R . | 
Cairs. Vell. ET 
Sim. Ay forſooth, to defire her to 
Qric. Peace, I pray you. 
Cajus. Peace a your tongue, ſpeak a your tale. 
Sin. To deſie this honeſt gente man, your 


The. Neri Wives ef Windſor; 


| nobody: but has his. fault; but let that paſs, Peter 


+}  Nuic, Troth, Sic, . io-his 


maid, to ſpeak. a, good, word! to Mrs, Anne Page, 
fat my maſter, in the way of martiage. 1 

wice This Is all, indeed —la; but PU ne'er put 
my tiager in the fre, and need not, 

Cuius. Sir Hugh ſend a-von Rugby, baillez me 
ſome paper; tarry you a little awhile., _ | 
Quic. Iam glad be is ſo quiet; if, he had been 
thoroughly moyed, you ſhauld have heard. him f 
ound, and ſo melancholy; but netwithflanding, 
man, 1'li do for your maſter what good I can; ang 
the very yea and the no is, the French doctor, my 
naſter, | may call him my mater, look. you, for | 
keep his houſe, and J wah, wring, brew, bake, 


4 ſcour, dreſs meat and diink, make the beds, and & 


all, myſelf. , | 

Sim, Tis a great charge to come under one ba- 
dy's hand. , — — | 

Nuice Are you advis'd o' that? you ſhall find it 
a great charge; and to be up early, and down late. 
But notwithſtanding, to tell you in your ear; | 
would have no words of it, my maſter himſelf is in 
love, with Mrs. Anne Page ; but notwithſtanding 
8 I kngw, Anng's mind, that's neither here nor 
chere. 

Caius. You jack- a- nape; give a this letter to dit 
Huth; by gar it is a ſhallenge: 1 will cut his troat 
in de.parke, and J will teach a 1curvy juck- a- nape 
prieſt to meddle or make - Vou may be gone, it is 
not good you tarry here. [Exit Simple. 

Quic. Alas! he ſpeaks. but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter a ver dat: do you not 
tell-a me dat I ſhall have Anne Page for-myſelf? 
By gar I will kill de jack pteeſt; and 1 have ap- 
pointed mine hoſt of Je jarteer to meaſure our 
weapon; by gar, I will myſelf bare Ange Page. 
Quic. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be 


| well: we muſt give folks leave to pirate 3 what ihe 


good-jer. W er 
, Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me; by 


(fide. | gar, if I have not. Anne Poge, I. hall turn your 


head out of my, door; follow, my beels, Rugby. 
4 \ [Exh Caius and Rugby, 
vic, You ſhall have a wol's head of your own. 
No | know Anne's mind for that; never a woman 


in Windſor knows mgre of Anne's mind than | 


do, nor can do more than I do with her, I thank 


t Heav'n, 


Fent. {Within.] Who's within there, ho? 
- ces there, I trow? Come near the 
ou. | 


. Enter Mr. Fenton. 
Fert, How now, good Aut, wh how. daſt thou? 


Nvic, The better that it pleaſes your good wor- 
ſhip to aſk. 1 r ' 
Fent. What news? How does pretty Mrs. Anne? 
NQvic, In truth, Sir, and the is pretty, and ho- 
neſt, and gentle, and one that is your friend, I cat 
tell you that, by the way, I praiſe Heav'n for it. 
| Fent. Shall 1 do any good, think 'n thou? Shall 
I not loſe my ſyit ? 

nds above: but 


notwithſtanding, Mr. Fenton, I'll be ſworn on! 
book ſhe loves you. Have not your worſhip a wan 
above your eye? I b 

Fent. Ves, marry have 1; and what of that? 

Quic. Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith, f 
is ſuch another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt mall, 
as eyer broke bread; we bad an hoyr's talk d 
that wart : 1 ſhall never laugh but in that mid! 
company! but, indeed, - ſhe is given too much 0 
allicholly and muſing; but for you-— Weil-—go tor 
Ten. Well, I ſhall ſee her, to-day; hold, there? 
money for thee let me have thy voice in my N 


to Sir 
$ froat 


1 * . 
it i 
mple. 


u not 
yſelf? 
re ap» 
e our 
Le. 

all be 
at che 


bat? 


faith, it 
ſt maid, 
talk of 
t mail's 
auch de 
80 to- 
, there? 


mj bt 


Anne's mind as weil as another does. Out u ont; 
what have 1 fore! Tr Le LE" + 
A c T = 


Dic. Will 1? Ay, faith, that we will: and-1 
witl telb your worſhip more * the wart, the next 
time we have confilence; and of ather wooers. 

Fent. Well, farewel, I am in ws haſte oo 
it 

Nice Farewel to your worſhip: Traly an. 
geatieman 3 but Anne loves him not 1 know 


SCENE 1. a Street befare Mr. Page” 3 Houſe. 
Enter * r3. Page, with Letter. 
Mrs. Pages "HAT, have I 'ſcap'd love · let · 
ters in holiday time of my 
beauty, and am 1 naw. r for them ? let me 


ſce ” 


ASK' me mo o reaſon why I love you, * theogh 


The Meg ive of mr, 


Þalf; If thau ſeeſt her before me, commend me 


* 


Mrs. Page. Letter for letter but that the name 
of Page and 2 1 ord differs; ' To chyegreat comfort ſin 
this myſtery of ill opinions, here's tie twin- brother 
of thy letters. but let thing inherit irſt, for L 


teſt, mine never ſhall, I Warrant he hath a —— 


of theſe letters writ with blank ſpices, NA Pu 


N Names. 


Mrs. Ford. Why, this is Wa a. _ very 
hand, the very words; what doth he-think-of- us ? 
2 Page. Nay, I know add it rank es me 21 
moſt ready to wrapgle,with mine own hanghy:. Ell 
entertain myſelf like one that I -aminot acquainted 
withal ; for ſure unleſs he knew ſome ſtraln In 


chat I know not myſelf, he wouldnt yer have & 


me in this fury, | 1 7 
Mr. Ferd. Boarding, gall it von? 

Mrs. Page. Let's be reveng'd” on him; let's ap · 
point him x meeting, and lead him on with a fine 
daited delay, till he hath pa his en e 
hoſt, of the Gatter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I wall conſent'to ad any we 
lainy againſt him, that may vet ſally the chatineſs 


— « ſos reaſon for bis phy feiony; be adus lim not | af our honeſty. O that rÞy. huſband faw This Lune, 


is counſellor 5. you are net young, ne more am I; 
a to 0 then, there's ſympathy» , Vow tre merry, ſo am 
i; ha, ba | tben there's mare ſpnpathy': —.— leve 
ſacks and ſo de I; would y * 


of a ſoidier can ſuffice, 2 I eve thee. 


it would give, eternal food to his jealouſy! 
Mrs. Page. Why, look whete he gates, and my 
good man too i he as far from jealouſy as I am from 


by ? { giving bim cauſeg and chat, Tope, m 
Let it ſuffice tbee, Mrs. Page, as the — 5725 the 2 ſurable diſtancte. 
will not | 


s , we 
Mrs. Fard. You are the happier woman, 


ay, Py me, "ts it foldier-lite phraſe; but I Jay; | Met. Page, Lers conſult together fin this 
256% 4 1 5 | greaſy kni t, Come hither, ' LY retire, 
3 4 _— * an nigh 0 Enter Ford and Page. 
een Ferd. You heard what this knave told me, did 
4 ary revs tm | vou not? 


With all his migbt | « Follef, 
For thee to hey 
What a oC Jewry is * O wicked, 
wicked world! what unweigh'd bebayiour hath 
this Flemiſh drunkard zickt out of my converſa+ 
tion, that he dares in this manner efſay me? Why, 
he hath not been thrice- in my company! How thall 
I be reveng d on him? for reveng'd I will be. 
ater Mrs. Ford | 
Mrs, F wth Mrs. 
your houſe. 
Mri. Page. And truſt me, 
you look very ill. 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, ru ne'er believe that. I have 
to ſhew: to the contrary» 
Mri. Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind, 
Mrs. Ford, Well, I do then; yet I ſay, | cou] 
bew you!to the contrary. O, Mrs. Page, give me 
ſome counſel. 
Mn. Page, What's the matter, woman ? 
Mrs. Ford. O woman! if it were not for one 
frifling reſpe&, I could come to ſuch honayr. . 
Mrs. Page. Hang. the trifle, woman,; take the ho- 
nour; what is it? diſpenſe with trifles ; What is it? | 
Mrs. Ford. Why, 1 could be koighted, E Yury 
Mei. Page. What) you jeſt. 
« Mrs. Ford. We burn day-li ight—here, read, read, 


1 was coming to you3; 


4 


the worſe of fat men a long as I have an eye. to 
make difference of men's liking }-ang yet he wad | 
not ſwear ; praiz'd women's.modeſty, and-give ſuc 

orderly and well-behayed reproof to all uneoweli- 
nels, that I would have ſworn his diſpoſition movly. 
have gone to the truth of his words; but they dp 
no more adhere. aud keep. place together, than the | 
hundredth: pſaim to the tune of ** green fleeyes.” 
What tempeſt, I trow, threw-this whale aſhore, at 


Pages teuſt me, I was qoing to 


te bim; and what he — bur chan. Harp 


> be lothe to tutn them together z a man may be to 


perceive bow I might he knighted : I ſhall think 


* ves; and you heard what the other told 


1 * Do von think nk truth Ia hem: 
Page. Hang em, ſlaves, I ds not think the kn 8 
would offer iti but theſe that aecuſechim jp this 
tent towards our wives, are-a yoke. - his diſtarded 
men, very rogues now they be out 61 
Ford. Were they his men? ; 
Page. Marry were they . 
Ford. I like it never the better for chat—Dav 
he lie at the Garter? - 
Page. Ay, m dass he, If he would ists 
his voyage towards my wife, 1 would turn ber loaſe 


-ASYCT 33? 


words, let it lie on m 


head: 
Ford. 1 4 not-miftoube my wife, but I. would 


q4confidente I would r e 
cannot be thus ſatisfyid, © 
Page. Look where my ranting boſt of the Garter 


— 7 there is either l in his pate, or money 
in his purſe, when he ſo * 
mine Hoſt? - uy 

p54 Zater Hoſt and Shallow, 


Hes. How now, bully-tock? thou rt 0 gontle- 
man airy og I'fay. 6 

Shal'1 1 follow, mine Hoſt, I follow.—G even, 
and twenty, good Maſter Page, Maſter Page, will 
you go with us? we have ſport in hand. 


its Tall him, cer plette deff Nan. 


A 87 Sir, there is 4 fron to be fought between Sip 
on the Welſh prieft,: * ν ere gos: 


i Good mine Hoſt v ib Garter, a word with 


3 


Windſor ? How hall 3 be OP EV on Four? "mp 
Neu eret hear the like 95 


ii H,. What ſay'ſt thou, bully-rock Þ- 1 
_ Will yougo with 3 en 


- 


{421 Fgls I uill not lend thee a penny. 


b 4anyſelf, ſometimes, leaving the fear of Hea- 


4 


'$ 
© Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons, and, . 
Ledig, hath appointed them contrary places; for, 
© believe me, 1 hear the parſon is no jeſter. Hark. 
An tell you what our ſport ſhall be. 

Het. Haſt thou ee er my wut, my} - 
- yueſt;-cavalier?. 

Ford. None, 1 proteſt; but rn give you a pottle 
of bunt fack to give me recourſe to him, and te ll 
22 my name is Brook ; only for a jeſt. 

He. My hand, bully; thou ſhalt have egreſs and 

; . regreſsz ſaid I well ? and thy name ſhall be Brook. 
1 is a merry knight. Will you go on, heris? 

Sbal. Have with vou, mine Hoſt. 

- -- Page: have heard the Frenchman hath good cih 
in his rapier, 

Sal. Tut, Sir, I conld bave told you mort; it 
- theſe times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, ttoc- 

edo, and 1 know not What: tis the heart, Maſ- 
ter Page; tis here, tie here; I have ſeen the time, 
with my long ſword, I would have made oy four 
2 fellows Rip like rats. | 

Hes. Here, boys, here, here; ſhall we won? | 

Page. Have with you; I had rather hear them 
told, than-fight.  [Zxewne Hoſt, Shal, 2nd Page, 
Ferd. Though Page be a ſecure fool, and ffands 
fo'firmly on hie wife's fealty, yet 1 cannot put off my 

opinion ſo eaſily. She was in his company, at Pages 
houſe, and what they made there l know not. Well, 
I wilt look farther into't; and 1 have a Ciſguiſe to 

Wund Falſtaff. If 1 find her honeſt, 1 foſe not my 
labour; if ſhe be therwile, * tis labour well * 

Exit, 
38 0 E N E, 11. the Carter -Inn. 
+> - Enter Falſtaff, Piſtol, and Nym. 


— 


Pit. Why, then, the world's mine oyſter, which 
Iich Award will N- I will retort abe if 
" equipage. , 

Fal. Not a penny. 1 have been 3 Sir, 

— lay my countenanee to pawn: I have gra- 
ted upon my good friends for three reprieves for you, 
and your couch - fellow, Nym; or elſe you had look d 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am 

: dame din hel forfwearing to gentlemen, my friends, 
you were good ſoldiers,.and tall fellows. And when 


| Mrs. Bridget loſt the handle of her fan, 4 took” t 


upon mine honour thou hadſt it not. 
. Didſt n Hadſt thou nat fifteen- 
nce ? 
fence? Reaſon, yourogue, reaſon : think'& thou I I'l 
endanger my ſoul gratis? At a word; hang no more 
out me, I'm no gibbet fer you: go, you'll not bear 
a letter for me, you rogue; you ſtand upon your ho- 
: nur? why, thou unconfinable baſeneſs, it is as much | 
(as I can do to keep the term of my honour preciſe. 


ven on the left-hand, and hiding mine honour-in m 


. neceſity;. am-fain to ſhufſie, to hedge, and to lurchz 
auch vet, you, rogue, will enſconſe your rags, your 
cat-a- mountain looks, your red lattice phraſes, and 
ke. bold beating oaths, under the ſhelter of your 
nour!, You wilt not do it, you! 7 
Ester Robin. 
iet tt bereue ve would ſpeak e 
Fel, Let ber approach, 
Enter Mrs. Quickly. 1 
e Give your worſhip-good morrow. * ”; 
Fal. Good morrow,' good wife. * 
ol 2 — ws an'e nw your worſhip. ; 
ol 2 


Af 1. 


Fe... 1 ran, 


The Merry Wives of Windſor. 


Fal. I do believe thee: * wonld'ft thou wich 
me? 

vic. Shall 1 vouchſaſe your worſhip a word or 
two 
Ful. Two thouſand, fair woman, and I'll vouchſafe 
thee the hearing. 

Nie. There.) 18 one Mrs. Ford, Sire] pray come 
a litt ie nearer this ways: | mylelf dwell with Mir, 
Doctor Caius. ; 

Fel. Well oy Mrs. Ford, ſav. 

Arie. Your worthip tays . by I pray, youy 
worihip come a litt nracer this ways. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee nobody hears: mine own peo- 
* mine en people. 

Asie. Are they fo? Heavy” n he's them, and make 
them his ſervants! 
Fal. Well: Mrs. Ford—-what of her? 
Qi. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, 
Lord, your worthif's a wanton—well, Heav 'n forgive 
you, and all of us, pre- 

Fa'. Mrs. Ford; come, Mrs, For 

Qric. Marry, this 's tne ſhort and the long of it; 
vou have brought her into ſuch a canaries, as t. 
wonderful: the beſt courtier of them all, u hen the 
court lay at Windſor, could never have brought her 
to ſuch a can Yet there has been knights 2nd 
lords, and gentiemen, with their coaches; 1 warrant 
you, coach after coach, lettet after letter, gift aſter 
gift, ſmelling ſo ſweetly; all muſk! and fo ruſling, 
4 warrant you, in, ſilk and gold; and in ſuch alligan! 
terms, and in ſuch wine and fugar of the beſt, and 
the faireſt, that would have won any woman's heart; 


and, I warrant you, they cou'd never get an ehe- 


wink of ber. I had myſelf twenty angels given me, 
this morning; but I defy all angeis, in any ſuch fort 
as they fav, but in the way of honeſty; and, 1 war 
rant you, they could never get her ſn much as ſip in 
a cup with the proudeſt of them all; and yer there 
has been earle, nas, which is more, enen but, 
1 warrant you, att is one with her. 
Fal. But what fays ſhe to ao! be brie”, my 80d 
ſhe 3 | 
„Marry, the hath. received your letter, for 
'the dien ike.thaaks vou a thouſand times; and 
ſhe gives vou to notify, that her huſband will be ad- 
fence from his hovſe, between ten and eleven. 
Fal. Ten and eleven. 
2 Quice Ay; forſooth'y and then you u tay come 66” 
ſee che picture, ſhe ſays, that yow wot of: Maſter 
Ford, her huſhand, wilt be from home, Alas! the 
ferent woman leads an i} life with him, he's a very 
jealouſy man; ſhe leads à very een lile _ 
I good heart! 
Fall Ten and gleven ; woman; ann me to 
er; I will not fail r. | 
2. Dic. Why you a well: But I have another 
meſſenger to yout worſhip;” Mrs. Page tas ber hearty 
commentatipns to you, too; and let me tell on in 
your eat, the'g'as fartbous a civil-modeſt wife, and 
one (1 tell you) that will not miſs your moi niag and 
ug prayer, as any is in Windſor, whoe'er be 
the other; and ſhe bade me tell your worſhip that her 
hufband is ſeldom from: home, but ſhe hopes there 
will come a time. - 1 never knew a woman: fo doat 
upon à man; ſurely, I think, you have charms, la; 


| yes, in truth. 


Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſetting the attraQtion 


- Tof my good parts aside, I have no other charms. 


| Nvic. Bleſſing en your heart for't! 
Fal. But, I pray thee, teil me this; has Ford! 
wife and N $ __ ques each other haw theſ 


love me? © 


Tea 6 be Lhe: 14 


Fg 


ſe That were a Jed, indeed z they: — 


[ Exeunt Piſtol! and Nym. 


— 


lietle grace, I hope; that were a trick, indeed! But 
Mrs. Page would deſire you to fend her your little 
page, of all loves : Her huſband has a marvellous in- 
fection to the little page; and truly Maſter Page is 
g very honeſt man. Never a wife in Windſor leads 
« better 4ife than ſhe does; do what ſhe will, ſay 
what he will, take all, pay all, go to bed when ſhe 
lic, riſe when ſhe liſt, all 1s as the vill; and truly 
ſhe deterves it, for if there, be a kind woman in 
Windſor, truly ſhe is one. You muſt ſend her your 
ze—no teme dy. 

Tal. Why, I wilt. | 

Quic. Nay, bßpt do fa then; and, look you, he 
may come and ge between you, bath; and in any 
cale, have a nay- word, that you may know one, ano- 
ther's mind, and the boy never need to anderitand 
any thing; for tis noc good that children ſhould 
know any wickedneſs: od folks, you know, have 
diſcretion, as they ſay, and knuw the. world. 

Ful. Fare thee well; commend me to ihem both; 
there's my purſe, I am thy debtor.— Boy, ga along 
with this woman — This news diſtracts me. 

[ Zxit Quickly and Robin. 
Say'ft thou {, old Jack ? go thy ways; I'll make 
more of thy old bady than 1 have done; will they 
yat look after thee? witt thou, after the. expence of 
ſo much time and money, be now a gainer? Good 
body, I thank thee; let them ſay, tis grolsly done, 
lo it be fairly done, no matter. | 

Enter Bardolph. 


Bard: Sir John, there's one Maſter Brook b 


would fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted with 


| you; and hath ſent your worſhip a morning's draught; _ 


of ſacks 5 ad | 

Fal. Brook is his name? 

Bard. Ay, Sir.. | 

Fal. Call nim in. Exit Bard. ] Such Brooks are 
welcome to me, that o'erflow with ſuch liquor. Ah! 


ha! Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Page, have l encompals'd 


you? Go to, via. ä 
Euter Ford diſguis d, and Bardolph. 4 

Ford. Bleſs you, Sir, | | 

Tal. And you, Sir; would you ſpeak with me? 

Ford, I, make bold to preſs with fo little prepa- 
ration upon you. | 

Fal. You're welcome; what's your will? — Give 
us leave, Bardolph. [ Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have ſpent much; 
my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good Maſter Brook, I deſire more acquain- 
tance of you. | 

Ford. Good Sir John, I ſue for yours; not to 
charge you; for I muſt let you underttand, I think 
myſelf in better plight for a lender, than you are, 
the which hath ſomething emboiden'd me to this 
unſeaſon d intruſion; for they ſay, if money go be- 
fore, all ways do lie open. ; | 

Fal. Money is a good ſoldier, Sir, and will on, 

Ford. Treth, and 1 have a bag of money here 
troubles me; if you will help me :q bear it, Sir 
Jonny take all, or half, for eaſing me of the car- 
riage, 


Pal. Sir, I know not how 1 may deſerve to be 
Your porter. | OVA + 

mo 1 will tell you, Sir, if you will give me the 

aripg. : ' 

Fal. Speak, good Mr. Brook ; I ſhall be glad to 


be your le: vant. 


, F *rd, Sic, I hear you are a ſcholar——l will be 
net with youm——nnd you have been a man long 


known to me, though I had never ſo good means 
% fire to make myſuf acqugiated with you: ! 
9 


The Merry Wives of Windſor? 


; ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 'wherein I muſt very 
| och lay open mine own imperfections 3 but, good 
Sir John, as you-have ode eye upon my. folljes, as 
you hear them unfolded, turn another into the re 
ziſter of your own, that T may paſs with à reproof 
he eaſier, fith you yourſelf know how eaſy it is to 
be ſuch an offener. N 
Tal. Very well: Sir, proceed. Cd ma 
Ford. There is à gentlewoman in this town, ber 
' huſband's name is Force. eu da d 
| » Fal. Well, Sir. way 
| Ford. I have long lov'd her, and, I proteſt to vou, 
beſtowed much upon ber, follow'd her with a doat- 
ing obſervance, ingroſs'd opportunities to meet her; 
| fee'd every ſlight occaſion that could but niggard!y 
give me ſight of her; not only bought many preſents 
to give her, but have given largely to many, to kn 
what ſhe would have given: briefly, I have purſued 
her, as love hath purſued me, which hath been on 
[the wing of all occaſions, . But whatſoever I have 
1 am fr either in my mind, or in my means, meed 


U 


| am ſure 1 have received none, unleſs experience 
be a jewel; that 1 have purchaſed at an infiaite rate, 
and that hath taught me to ſay thisz | - 2 + 
Love like a ſhadow flies, when ſubſtance lore pur- 
4 1; hands. | | ' 
Purſuing that that flies, and flying what purſues. 
Fal. Have you receiv'd no promiſe of ſatisfaction 
at her hands? , * #4599 
Ford. Never. 1 enen 
Fal. Have you importun'd her to ſuch a-purpoſe ? 
Ford. Never. | 12 "= - 9 
Fal. Of what quality was your love, then? 
Ford. Like a fair houſe built on another man's 
ground; ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſtaking 
the place where I erected it. , 
Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me? 
Ford. When 1 have told you that, I have told you 
all: ſome ſay, that though ſhe appear honeſt to me, 
vet in other places ſhe enlargeth her mirth ſo far, 
that there is ſhrewd conſtruction made of her, Now, 
Sir John, here is the heart of my purpoſe: you are 
a gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable, diſ- 
courſe, of great admittance, authentic id your place 
and perſon, generally allowed for yoyr many war- 
like, ccurt-like, and learned preparations. 
Fal. O, Sir! N ' HT 2 $1 v 
Ford. Believe it, for you know it; there is mo- 
ney; ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all 1 
have, only give me ſo much of your time id exchange 
of it, as to lay an amiable fiege-to-the honeſty of 
this Ford's wife; - uſe your art of wooing, win ber 
to conſent to you; if any man may, Yew may, as 
ſoon as any. ©: | 
Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of 
your aſfection, that 1 ſhould win what you would 
enjoy? Methinks you prefcribe to yourſelf very pre- 
paſterauſly, | | I 47 
Ford. O, underſtand my drift! the dwells ſo ſe- 
curely on the excellency of her honour, that the folly 
of my ſoul dares not preſent itſelf; ſhe is too bright 
to be look'd againſt. Now could I come to her with 
any detection in my hand, my defires had inftancd 
and argument to commend themſelves; I could drive 
her then from the ward of her oo hr oo reputa- 
tion, her marriage-vow, and a thou other ber 
defences, which now are too. ſtrongly embattled = 
az2inſt me. What ſay you to't, Sir John? , 
Fal. Maſter Brook, 1 will firſt make bold with 
your money; next, give me your hand; and laſt, as 
[ am, a genfleman, you ſhall, if you-wilh, ea 
ade” wife, 4 
br > hg 
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Has chie ie Mmprovident jealoufy? My wife hath fent 


| © Gaius. Jack Rugby. - 
' *1.Catus. Vat is de clock, Jack ? 1 


Ford. O, good Sir! 8 
Fal. I ſay, you Mall. en eee ac 
Ford. Want no money, Sir John, you ſhall want 
none. Wer Hato a ab 
Fal. Want no Mrs. Ford, Maſter Brook, yon 
Mall want none; I (hall be with her, I may tell you, 
by ber own appointment. Even as you came in to 
me, her aſſiſtant, or go- between, parted from me; 
1 ſay, I ſhall be with her, between ten and eleven; 
for at that time, the jealous, raſcally knave, her 
- Huſband, will be forth; come you to me at night, 
you ſhall know how 1 (peed, | ye 
Ford. I am bleſt in your acquaintance : do you 
know Ford, Sir? 
ov Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave, I know 
him not i yet I wrong him to call him poor; they 
fay the jealous, wittoly knave, hath mailes of money, 
for the Which bis wife ſeems to me well favour'd. 
I will uſe her as the key of the cuckoldly rogur's 
coffer, and there's my harveſt-home. - 
Ford. I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you 
might avoid him if you ſaw him. 
Ful. Hang him, mechanical ſalt- butter rague! 1 
will ſtare him out of his wits; I will awe him with 
my cudgel; it ſhall hang like a meteor o'er the cuck - 
old's horns. Maſter Brook, thou ſhalt know 1 will 
8 over the peaſant; and thou ſhalt lie with 
His wife, Come to me ſoon at night: Ford's a knave, 
und Ill aggravate his ftilez thou, Mafter Brook, 
malt know him for a knave and cuckold. Come 
to me ſoc ar night. [Zeit. 
Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this! 
My heattis-feady' to crack with impatience. Who 


to him, the hour is fix'd, the match is made. Would 
any man have thought this? See the hell of heving 
a falſe woman! My bed ſhall be abuſed, my coffers 
ranſacked;'my reputation gnawn at; and I Nall not 
only receive this villainovs wrong, but ſtand unger 
the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that 
does me the wrong. Terms, names; Amaimon 
founds well, Lucifer well, Barbaſon well, y. t they 
are devils additions, the names of ſiends; but cuck- 
old, wittol cuckoid!' the devil himſelf hath nat 
ſuch a name. Page is an aſs, a ſecure aſs, he will 
truſt his wife; he will not de jealous; I will rather 
truſt a Fleming with my bntter ; parſon Hugh, the 
Welchman, with my cherſe; an iriſhman with my 
Aquavita bottle 3 or a thief to walk my ambiing 
Beling chan my wife with herſelf: then ſhe plats, 
then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe deviſes; and what they 
think in their hearts they may effect, they will breate 
their hearts but wer wilt effect Heaven be praiſed 
for my jealouſy! Eleven o clock the hour; I wil! 
prevent this,” getect my wife, be revenged on Fal- 
ſtaff, and laugh at Page: I will about it; better 
three hours too ſoon, than a minute too late. Fy, 
fy, fy; cuckold, cuckold; cuckold! O, the devil. 
7,0 OWE e Exit. 
SCENE III. Windſor Park. f | 

3! + Enter Caius and Rugby. 


= 
* — 


Nug. Sir. 


miſed to meet. 6 | 
- Caius.» By gar, he has fave his ſoul, dat he is no 
come; he has pray his pible well, dat he is no come; 
bye gar, Jack Rugby,' he is dead already, if he be | 
come. | | 

'» , Rug: He is wile, Sir; he knew your worſlip would 
Kil! him if he came. | 


ri Mibry nn of vnde: 


and Mr. Page, and eke Cavaleiro Slender, go you 


e ty * | Hoſt. He is there; ſee what humour he is in; 10 
ag. Tis paſt the hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh pro- |-1' wil bring the doctor about the'fields 3 wil it 60 


make him; take your rapier, Jack, uin ten you 
how 1 vill Kill him. 
Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. 
Caius. Viilany; take your rapier, 
Rug. Forbearz here's company. 
f Fre kloſt, Shallow, Slendet, and Page. 
Heß. "Bleſs thee, bullv-Joctor. | 
Stal. Save you, Mr. Doctor Caius, 
Page Now, good Mr. Doctor. 
Slen. Give you good morrow, Sir. 
Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for? 
Hoſt To (ee thee fight, to ſee thee foigne, to ſee 
thee traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, tg 
ſee thee paſs by puncto, thy ſtock, thy reverſe, thy 
ditance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? 
Is he dead, my Franciſco? Ha, bully! What ſays my 
 ZEſculapius? My Galen? my heart of elder? Ha! is 
he dead, bully-ftale? Is he dead? 
Cams. By gar, he is de coward Jack prieſt of de 
vorld; he is not ſhow his face. 
Hoſt. Thou art a Caftaiian king Urinal! Hectot 
of Greece, my boy. 
Cain. I pray you, bear witneſs, that me have fliy 
fix or ſeven, two, tree hours, for him, and he is n» 
come. 
$hal. He is a wiſer man, Mr. Doctor; he is a cy. 
rer of ſouls, and you are a curer of bodies: if -you 
ſhould fight, you go againt the hair of your'proteſ- 
ſions—!ls it not true, Maſter Page? 
Page. Maſter Shallow, you have yourſelf been: 
great fighter, tho* now a man of peace. 
Shel, Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, 
and of peace, if I fee a ſword out, my finger itcht 
to make one: tho' we are Juſtices, and doctars, ant 
churchmen, Mr. Page, we have fome falt of vur 
youth in us; we are the ſons of women, Mr. Page. 
Page, Tis true, Mr. Shallow. 
*Sbal. Tt will be found ſo, Mr. Page. Mr. Dor 
Caius, Jam come to fetch you home; I aan {worn 
of the peace; you have hewed yourſelf a wiſe ply- 
ſician, and Sir Hugh hath ſhewn himſelf a wiſe and 
patient churchmany you muſt go with me, Mr Duc 
tox. f 
Het. Pardon, gueſt-juſtice; a word, Monſieut 
Mock-water. ' 
Caius. Mock-vater? Vat is dat? 
Hoſt. Mock-water, in our Engliſh tongue, is vi 
lour, bully, 
Caius. By gar, then I beve as much mock viter 
as de ſcurvy jack-dog prieſt; by gar, me vill cut hi 
ears. Nen 
Hoff. He will clapper- elaw thee tightly, bully, 
Caius, Clapper-de-claw? Vat is dat? 
Hir. That is, he will make thee amends. 
Calut. By gar me do look he ſhall clupper-de-rla 
me; for by gar, me vill have it. 
Het. And Iwill provoke tim to't, or let him wap 
Caius. Me tank you for dat. 
Hef. And moreover, bully—but firſt, Mr. Guef, 


through the town to Frogmore. 
Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 


well? . 
Shal. We will do it. | 
All. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor: 
| [Exit Paye, Shal. and S't 
Caius. By gar, me vill kinn de prieſt; for he {peal 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. | 
| Hof. Sheath-thy impaiiance ; throw cold water 


Caius. By gar, de herring is not ſo dead as me vill 


thy choler; go about the fclds with me thioup 


ir, at u farm-hooſe afeaſting, and thou Thalt'w 
her: ſaid 1 well? 


— 


zu will bring thee where Mr. Anhe 


Caivs. By gar, me tank: you vor dat! by gar, I love 


you; and! vill procure 'a you de goo ;gueſt; de earl, 


de knight de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 
Hz. For the which I wili be thy adverſary toward 
Anne Page: ſaid 1 well? 
Calas. By gar, tis good; vell ſaid, 
Hoſt. Let us wags then. f | 
Caius, Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. 


1 


¶Exeunt. 
aA | 

SCENE I. Frogmore, acar Windſor, 

Emer Evans and Simple. 
Eos. T Pray you now, good Miſter Slender's fer- 
ving-man, and friend Simple by your name, 
whith way haye-you look'd for Maſter Caius, that 
calls himfelf DoQor of Phyfic'? 

Sip. Marry, Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park- ward, 
every way, Old Windſor way, and every way, but 
the town way. | ; . 

Eva. I moſt fehemently defire you, you will alſo 
look that way. N ä 

Simp, 1 will, Sir. 

Ewa. Pleſs my ſoul, how full of cholars Tam, 
and trempling of mind! I ſhall be glad if he have 
deceived mez how melancholies I am! I will knog 
his Urinals about his knave's coftard, when I have 
good opportunities for the ork ; *pleſs my ſoul! 

ſhallo v rivers; to whoſe falls 
elodjous birds fing madrigals; 

There will we make vur beds with roſes, 

And a thouſand vagrant poſes. 

By ſhallow —— Mercy on me, I have a-great diſpo- 
ſition to cry! + 

Melodious birds fing madrigals , 

—When as I ſat in pabilon; 

And a thouſand vagrant poſes, 

By ſhallow, &e. | 

Fiap. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh, 

Fez. He's welcome. By ſhallow rivers to whoſe 
We ap proſper the right! what weapons is 

- 

Simp. No weapons, Sir; there comes my maſter, 
Mr. Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog- 
more, over the ſtile, this way. | 
„Ev. Pray, you, give me my gown, or elſe keep 
It in your arms. Tha | 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender, 

Shad. Row now, Maſter Parſon ? Good morrow, 
dd Sir Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, 
and a good ſtudent from his bag, and it is won- 
derful. ; ; 7 

Slen. Ah, ſweet Anne Page! 

Page. Save you, g Sir Hugh. 

Eva. Pleſs you from his mercy fake, all of you. 

Shat. What! the ſword and the word? Do you 
fudy them both, Mr. Parſon ? {4 

Page. And youthſul ftill, in your doublet and 

ſr, this raw rheumatic day? IS 

Ev. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 

Page, We are come to do you a good office, Mr. 
Parſon, | | 

Eva, Ferry well: what is it? 


6 


ee Mr) ver of Ind 


* 
44 


Sbal. I he lived fourfeote years and upwards; 1 


never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learn- 
ing, ſo wide of his own reſpe&. * 255 


n. What is he ? 
Page, I think you know hien Mr. Doctar Caivs," 
the renowned French phyfician. . 
Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion of my heart! I 
had as lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of porridge. 
"Rp 


? | 
En. Ne has no more knowtetyge in Hibocrates 


and Galen; and he is a knave beſides, a cowardly 


knave, as you would defire to be acquainted withil.. 


with him. . 
Slen, O, ſweet Anne Page! 
N Enter Hoſt, * and Rugby. ; 
ba]. It appears ſo by his weapons: them 
N Doctor Caine, EA Ris 
Page. Nay, good Mr. Parſon, keep in your wea- 
pon. N P 
Shal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor, ö 
Heft. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion: 1 
them keep their limbs whole, and hack our Bagliſh. 
Caius. I pray you, let me ſpeak a word with the 
ear: wherefore will you not meet a me? 
Ewa. Pray, you, uſe your patience in-good time. 
— By gar, you ate de coward, de Jack dog, 
ohn ape. 
J Eva. Pray, you, let us not be laughing-ftocks to 
other men's humours; I defite you in friendſhip, 
and will one day or other make you amends; 1 will 
knog your urinal about your knave's cog's-comb, for 
miſſing your meetings and appointments. x 
Caius. Diable] Jack Rugby, mine Hoſt de Jar- 
ter, have not I fray for him, to kill kim? have L 
| not, at the place I did appoint? | 
Eva. As I arty chriftian foul, now look you, 
this is the place appointed; Il! de judgment by 
mine Haſt of the Garter. | 
Heß. Pence, I ſay; Gala and Gaul, French and 
Welſh, ſoul · curer and body-curer. 
Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent. 
He. Peace, 1'ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Car- 
ter. Am 1 polltie? zm 1 ſubtle? am I a Mas 
chiavel? Shall I loſe my doctor? no; he gives me 
the potions and the motions, Shall I loſe my par- 
ſon? my prieſt? my Sir Hugh? no; he gives me 
| the proverbs and the noverbs. Give me thy hand, 
terreſtrial; ſo, give us thy band, celeſtial; ſo, boys 
of art, I have deteived you both, I have directed 
vu to wrong places; vour hearts are mighty, your 
1 kins are whole, and Jet burnt ſack be the iſſue.— 
Cnine, lay their ſwords to pawn. Follow me, lad 
of peace, follow, follow, follow. ; 
Shal. Truſt me, a mad Hoſt! —follow, gentle» 
men, follow. 
Sen. O, ſweet Anne Page! mY 
{Exit Shattow, Page, and Hoſt. 
Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat? Have you make a 
de ſot of us, ha, ha? | 1 5 
Eva. This is well, he has made us his vlouting- 
ſtog: I defire you that we, may be friends, and let 
us knog our prains together, to be revenge on this 
ſame ſcell'd ſcurvy-cogging companion, the Hoſt of 
the Garter. 
 Cajus. By gar, with all my heart; he promiſe to 
bring me wher is Anne Page; by gar, be deceive 
me too. | 
Eda. Well, I will ſmite his noddles; pray, you, 


|| Page. I warrant vou, he's the man ſhould fight, 


Page, Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who, | follow. ; | [Excunt. 
delike, having received wrong by ſore perſon, is at SCENE NH, Street in Windſor. | 
moſt odds with his own gravity and patience, that Enter Mrs. Page ard Robin. 


erer you ſaw, 


Fl 


Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant, 


i} 
| 
| 

[ 1 

| | 

1 

4 
ſl 
| 
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vere voz 20 be a follower, bait pow you are 2 
leader; whether had you rather lead. mine eyes, oi 
eye your” maſter's heels? _ 

Reb. I had rather, for ſooth, 85. * 11 you like | 
a man, * Gy him like a; dwarf. 
* Mrs. Page. O you are a ne boy; now, 14. 
thts you'll be a couttier., - wird Ai, 
Ester Ford. ws 
Ford. Well met, Mrs. Page; whither 8⁰ you? 


Hrs. Feet. T why, Sir, .to {ee your wife; is ſhe | 


at home? 

Ford. Ay, and as Idle as the may. hang together, 
for want of company; 1 think, if your huſdands 
were mw you two would marry. 


Mrs. Page. Be ſure of that, two other huſbands, | k 
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? | 
Mrs, Page. I cannot tell what. the dickens his 


name is, my buſband had him o What do you ca 


your knight's name, firrah ? 

Rab. Sir John Falſtaff. 

Ford. Sir Jokn-Falfſtsf? _ 

Mrs. Page. He, he; 1 can never bir bis name ; 
there is ſuch a league between my good man and — 
is your good wife at home, indeec? , 

© Ford. Indeed, the is. 

Mrs, Pager By your leave, Sir; I am fck till ! 
ſee her - [Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ferd. Has page any brains; hath he any eyes? 
+ Hath he mY thinking? ſure they ſleep; he hath nd 
viſe of them, Why, this boy will carry a lette 
ryenty miles, as eaſy as a cannon will ſhoot point- 
Blank twelve ſcore; he pieces out bis wifels igcli- 
ration, þ» gives her folly motion and advantage; 

and now the's going to my wife, and Falſtaff's boy 
with her! A man may hear this ſhower ſing in the 
wind; and Falſtaff's boy wit. her! good plots, they 
a e laid. Well, I will take him, then torture ms; 
vie, p'uck the borrowed veil of modeſty from the | 


19 feem: ng Mrs. Page, divulge Page himſelf, fur a 


cure and wilful Acteon Clock Ar ilei ten.] The 
clock gives tne my cue, and my aſſurance bids me 
ſearch; there ſhall I fing Falſtaff; I ſhall be rather 
praiſe! for this, than moch ed; for it js as pot. ve 
as the earth is firm, that F alftaff 1 is there. 
Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Evans, and 
Caius, 
Sbol. Page, Cc. Well met, Mr. Ford. 
Ford. "Truſt me, a good knot: I have good cheer 
at home, and I pray you all go with me. 
Sbal. I muſt excuſe myſelf, Mr. Ford. 
Slen. And fo muſt I, Sir: 
We have appointed to dine with Mrs. Anne; 
And 1 would not break with her for more money 
Than TIE ſpeak of. | 
Shal. We have linger'd about a match between 
Anne Page, and my couſin lender; and this day 
we ſhall have our anſwer. 
- i Slen. 1 hope I ſhall have your good-will, father 
age. 
Page. You have, Mr. Slender, 1 ſtand wholly 
For you; but my wife, maſier doctor, is for you, al- 
fogether, 
Camus. Ay, by gar, and de maid is love a-me: my 
7 tell me ſo much. 
Hef. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton? he ca- 
7 he dances, be has eyes of youth, he writes 
erſes, he ſpeaks holidays, he ſmells April and May; 
Ee will carry't, he will cariy't, he will carry't. 
Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you: The 
v:2alth 1 have, waits on my conſent, and my con- 
ſent goes not that way. - 


Ford. I beſeech you Ney, ſome of vou go 
U. with me to dinner; beſides your cheery zou, 


be Ae Miver of Windſor: 


ſhall have ſport; and I will ſhew you ee 

Mr. Doctor, you ſhall, go —ſo ſhall yous: Mr, 1 

and you, Sir Hugh. 

Sbal, Weil, fare you well; 

We chall have the freer woaintz at Mr. Page 6% 

2 Go home, John Rugby; I come anon. 
« Farewel, my heart; I will to my honeſt 

aich 'F aſtaft, and drink ee with him. 

z [ Exeunt, 

8 0 F N E III. Ford's Houſe. 


re en Ford, Mis. Page, and Seruants with a 


B, ſet 
Mrs. Ford. What John !—what Robert! 
Ars. Page. Quickly, quickly: ls the buck-baf- 
enn 
Mrs. Ford. I warrant.—What, Robin, "ow 
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 
Mes. Ford. Here, ſet it down. | 
(I Cog Give your men the charge, we rut 
be brie 
Met. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, Jaba 
and Robert, he ready here hard by in the b.ew- 
houſe ; z and when I ſudden'y call you, come forth, 
and, without any pauſe or ſtaggering, take this 
| baſket on your ſhoulders; that done,.trudge with it 
in all haſte, and carry it among the whitſters in 
Datchet Mead, and there empty it in the _ 
ditch, cloſe by the Thames fide. 

Mrs. Page. You will doit? 

Mrs., Ford. I ha' told them over and over; they 
lack no dire tion. Be gone, ond come when you 
are called, 

Mrs. Page. Here c2mes little Robin. 

Erter Robin. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-muſket, what 
news with you? 

Rob. My maſter, Sir John, is come in at your 
back- door, Mrs, Ford, and requeſts your company. 

- Mrs. Page. You little jack a- leut. have you beef 
true to us? 

Rab. Ay, I' be ſwornz my maſter knows not of 
your being here, and hath threatened to put me into 
everlaſting liberty, if 1 tell yuu of it; Gor he ſwears 
he'll turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou art à good boy oil go hide me. 

Mrs. Ferd. Do ſo—go tell thy maſter 1 aw alone 
— Mrs. Page eeenber ou your cue. 

— EDD [Exit Robin; 

Mrs. Page. I- warrant thee; if 1 do not act it, 
hiſs me. | Eeit Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to, end we'll uſe this un.whol- 
ſome humicity, {his groſs wat' * pumpion-ve " 
teach him to know turtles from jays. | 

Enter Failtaft. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel? 
This is the period of thy ambition: O this bleſſed 
hour! | 

. Mrs. Ford. O, ſweet Sir John! 

Fal. Mrs. Ford, I cannot cog; I cannot flatter, 
Mrs. Ford. Now ſhall I fin in my wiſh. I would 
thy huſband were dead. I'll ſpeak it before the beſt 
lord in the land, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ferd. I your lady, Sir John? Alas, I would 


| be a pitiful lady. 


al. Let or court of France ſhew me fuch ano 
thet : I ſee how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond; thou haſt the right arched beat of the brow 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchiffe, 2. : 
at well, dei. 


My brows become nothing elſe; nor 
Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo, thou would“ 


ther. 
make an abſolutę courtier. If fortune's thy toes 
nature is thy Friend: comes thou canſt not hide its 
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jewel ? 


| would 


ch ano· 
he dia- 
E bros. 


ell, nei- 
would 't 


thy foty 
ide it. 


oy Ford. Befleve de, there's no ſuch nl. 


Fat. What made me love thee ? let that perſuade 
thee. There's ſomething extraordinary in thee, 


Come, I cannot coy, and ſay thou art this and that, | 


like a many ot theſe liſp, ing tawthorn buds, that 
come like women in men's apparet, and ſmell like 


gucklerlbury in fimpling-time: l cannot; but I love 


thee, none but thee; and tho deferveit dt. 

Mri, Ford. Do not betray me, Wy 1 fear” you 
love Mrs. Page. 

Fal. Thou might" as well fav 1 wr, to wml by 
the Counter-gait, which 18s a8 nateful to me as the 
reek of a lime-k ln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, tis certain I love you, and you 
hail one day find it. 

Pri, Krep in that mind; vn deſerxe is, 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, | mut fel} you, fo youdsy or 
elſe 1 could not be in that mird. 

Rh, ibi. ] Mrs Ford, Mes. Ford, here's, 
Mrs. Page at the dsor, and mutt needs (pea VET 
you preſently, * 

Fal. She ſha'l dot ſee we; ! um enſeonce me be. 
bind the arras. 


Mr+. Ferd. Pray you 40 fo; the 2 very rartnþ * 


"Enter Mrs. Page. „ 5 | 


— What's the matter? how now? . 

Mrs. Page. O, Mes, Ford, what have you. done 
now? You're ſham'd, , you're. overthrown, you're 
undone, for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What s the matrer, goqd. Mrs, Page ? 

Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, Mrs. Ford, having an 
honeſt man to your huſband, to give him ſuch cauſe 
of ſuſp'cion! | 

Mrs. Ford. What canſe of fulpicion d Ke 

Mrs. Page. What cauie of ſuſpicion! Out upon 
you; how am I miſtook in you 

Mrs. Ford. What, alas]! woat's the t 

Mrs. Page. Vour huiband's coming hither, wo- 
men, with. all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch tor 
a gentle man that he ſays is here now in the hovſe, 


by your content, to take an ill n of ** ad · 


ſence, ' You are undone, 
Mis. Ferd. Tis nat fo, I hope. 
Mrs, Page. Pray, Heaven, it be not fo, that you 
have ſuch man here; but "tis moſt certain your 
huſband's coming, with half Windſor at his heels, |. 


to ſ-arch for ſuch a one. I come- before to fell you! 


if you know yourſelf. clear, why Lam glad of it; 
but if you haye a friend here, convey, .conveyrhim 
out. Be not amaz 'd, call all your ſenſcs to you, de 
fend your reputation, or did fare wel to your good 
life for ever. 1 

Mrs. Ford. What, ſhall J. do?, there is a, gentle» 
man, my dear friend; and | fear not mine owd 
ame ſo much as» his peril, I bad rather than p 
Gouſand pound he were out of the houſe. 

Mrs. Page. For ſhame] never ſtand, you had ra- 
ther, and you. had rather; your huſband” s here at 
hand, bethink you of ſome conveyance; in the hoyie | 
You cannot hide him. Oh, how you have deceived | 
me! look, here is a baſket ; if be be of any reaſon- 
able ſtature, he may creep in here, and throw, foul 
nen upon him, as if it were going *» bucking? or 
It is wiiting-timey - 
Datchet Mead. 

Mrs. Ferd. 


H t he : what 
4 dof eis too big o gaint ere: what! 


Fer enter Falſtaſf. 


6 | < * h 
Fal. Let me ſee" t, let me ſee t. O let me ſee'r, 


Pliny £1 ing ale wer friends counſel zx4'll in, 
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ſend him by your two men vi 


. Mrs. Page: What, Sir nen, 
your letters, knight? 
Ful. 1 love thee, help me away?! let me creep in 
dere: I'll never 
"{ He: goes into tbe bea, eee bam * 
| linen. 
Mrs: Page. Help to cover. him—ocall kts 
Mrs. Par4,— You diſk mbling knignt! N 
Mrs. Fus d. Wat, Jonn, Robert, „ 80 take 
up. theſe cloches here quickly. Where's the cowl- 
ſſteſf ? Carry them to = lavadreſs 1 Datchet —_— 
ques come. : ; 
ster Ford, ae Caius; — Fran 
Pods Pray vou come near; if I ſuſpect, without 
cauſe, he, then, make ſport at me, then let me fe 
vour je, 1 delerue it — How o Whicher bear 
vou tnis? N 
Ser. To che lands kor teck, 1 


7 
7 „„ 


Mn. Ford. Why, what hare you. to do whither 


hey bear it? Yow were beſt eddie wick: hoes 
wathing! | oe? 

Ford. Buck? 1 wobl! 1 could wath Ay of * 
vic : buck, buck, buck, ay, buck: 1 watrant you, 
buck, and'ef w_ ſea ſon £00 it (hall appear. 

|| T Exeure Servants with 142 6. 
ee have dreamt to night, II tel. — 
ny dream: here, here, here by my eyes; akcond 
my chambers, ſearch, ſeek, find out. I watrant 
we'll unkennet the for. Let Ma top chi ways firſt; 
ſo, now unoape. 

Page. Good Mater Ford, be contented: 0 
You wrong yourlelf too much. 4 

Ford. rue, Maſtet — e you 
Hall fee ſport anon; follow me, gentlemen. 

ZEua. Wut A r and jean» 


Ilouſies. 


Caius: by gar, tis no the benen f Franc it 
is nat jealous in France — 

Page. Nay, follow nn gentlemen; lee the iſſua 
of his ſearch, "1 Sue. 

Marent Mrs. Page ood Mes. Ford. N 

Wess Page. 1s there not a double exce}lency in 
this? n 2165] 

Mrs. Ford. I 3 not which blaue me better, 


f chat my huſband is deceived, or Sir Jenn. is 


Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, whea your 
* — ak'd who was in the baſkec! 

Mrs. Ferd. I am half afraid be will bave ne- of 
0 ſo throwing him into the water 11 
him a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang kim) d. onen raſcal; 4 woutl 
all of the: lame-ftrain were in the fame vitreſs. 

Mrs. Ferd. I tbiak my huſband hath ſome (pecial 
e of Falſtaff's being bete! never 4 dn 
ſo groſs in his jealoufe, till o. 

Mm Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and * 
will yet have more tricks with FaiftafF. -: | 

Mrs. Ferd. Shall we ſend that foolith carriage, 
Mrs. Quickly, to bim, and excuſe his throwing icta - 
| the water, and give him another ders to betray him 
into another puniſhment? 7 

Mrs, Page. We'll doit; let dies be (ent for, to- 
morrow, by eight o clock, to have amends.  _ i 

Re-enter Ford, Page Se. 

Ford. I cannot find him may beg the bene 
bragg'd af that de could no0\compalss 

Ars. Pape. Heard you that? Hh 

Mrs. Ford. I, I, 1 uſe me well; Mater 
Ford, do you? N 

71 22 ay, 1 do ſo. 

s.. Page. Heay* am better e 
thoughts. 1 2 12 way * 
| Ferd. Amen, ' 22A WW 


* TT 


| 5 rr wrong, Mr. 
ord. a 
Ford. Ay, ay; I muſt bear it. 
| Enter Evans, | 
Fe. If there be any pody in the houſe and in 
the chambers, and in the cofters, and in thb preſſes, 
. Heav'n forgive my fins ! 2052 B04 


Caivs. By gar, nor 1 too; there is no bodies. 
Page. Eye, fye, Mr. Ford, are you not aſhamed ? 
What ſpirit, what devil, ſuggeſts this imagination ? 


+ would not have your diſtemper in this kind, for | 


the wealth of Windſor-Caſtle. 


Ferd. Tis my fault, Mr. Page, I ſoffer for it. | 


Ev. You ſuffer for pad conſcience ; your wife 
is as honeſt a 'omans, as 1 will defires among fine 
. thouſand, and five hundred too. | 

Caius. By gar, I ſee tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Well, I promiſed you a dinner; come, come, 
- walk in che park. I pray yau,. pardon me; Iwill 


- heteafter make known to.you why 1 have done this. 


come, wife—-come, Mrs. Page; | pray you, 
W Mme: pray, heartily pardon me. 
we'll mock him l do invite you to- Morrow morn- 
int to my houſe to breakfaſt ; after, we'll a birdin 
3 ] have a fine hawk for the buſh.— Shall i 
e 10 i W 
Ferd. "Any thing. 
Pray you go, Mr. Page. 
Ewa. I pray you now re 
on the louſy knave, mine Hoſt. 
Caius. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 
Eva. A douſy nave! to have his gibes, and his 
mockeriss. (nan [Excunt. 
S CEN E IV. Mr. Page's Hou 
Eiter Fenton and Mrs. Anne Page. 
Fent. I feerk cannot get thy father's Iove; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan, 
Anne. Alas! how. then 3 
Fent. He doth ohject I am too great of birth, 
And that, my ffate being gall'd with m 
;I ſeek to be al it only by his wealth. 
Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties;  - 4 
And tells me, tis a thing impaſſible 
I thavld loye thee but as a property. 
Anne. May be, he tells you true. | 
Fert. No, 'Heav'niſo ſpeed me in my time to come: 
Albeit, 1 will confeſs, thy father's. weaith 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 
Pet, wooing thee, 1 found thee of more value 
Than ſtamps. in gold, or ſums in ſealed kags; 
And "tis the very riches of thyſeif ff 
That now | aimiat, 
Anne. Gentle Mr. Fenton, 
Vet ſeek my father's love, till ſeek 
If opportunity and humbleſt ſuit 
Cannot attain it, why, then—hark you hither. 
Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. Quickly. 
Shal. Break their talk, Mrs. Quickly. 
My kinſman. ſhall ſpeak for bhimſeif. 
Sen. I'll make a ſhaft or a bolt on it: D ſlid, tis 
but venturing. 5 
Sbal. Be not difmay'd. 5 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me: 
I care not for that, but that I am afeard. 
Quic. Hark'ez Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word 
With vou. 1 * 
Anne. 1 come to him. This is my father's choice, 
© what a worid of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Look handfome in three hundred pounds a year! 
ic. And bow does good Maſter Fente 


| 


membrance to-morrow | 


y expence, 


* 


te, Slez 
4 


' 


- 
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Let's go in, gentlemen; but, truſt me, 


; 


„ 


Shal. She's coming: to her, coz. 

O, boy, thou Gs het, G 
Slen, | hada father, Mrs. Anne; my uncle can tel 

you good jelts of him.—Pray you, uncle, tell hun. | 
Anne the jeſt, how my father ſtole two geele out of ki 
a pen, good uncle. FO fi 
| Shbal. Mrs. Anne, my couſin loves yau, ah 
| Glen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any womu Sl 
in Glouceierſhire, ha 
. Shak He will maintain you like a gentlewomay, fo 

Slen. Ay, that I will; come cut and long tai, - 
under the degree of a ſguire. | | of 

Sbal. He will make. you hundred and fifty pon 
a year jointure. F 

Anne. Good Maſter Shallow, let him woo fy 
himſelf. 

Sbal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you fur | 
that zoo comfort; the calls you, CO. IU ears | 
you. a 10 

Anne. Now, Maſter Slender. * 
Sen. Now, good, Mrs. Anne. be 

Arne. What is your will? ſuc 

Slen.. My will? Od's heart-lings, that's a pretty but 
jeſt, indeed : I-ne'er made my will yet, I thank gif 
Heay'n;..1 am not ſuch a ſichly creature, 1 gin as 
Heav'n praiſe. | li; 

__ 1 mean, Mr, Slender, what would you with kn 
me in 

Slen. Truly, for my own part, I would little u ſho 
nothing with you; your father and $5 0g date Was 
made motions; if it be my luck, ſoz. if not, happy the 
mag be his dole! They can tell you how things g, hay 
better than I can; you may alk your father—cy dee 
he comes. e nee * 

Enter Page and Mrs Page. . 

| Page, Now, Maſter Slender—Love him, dapzhtn F 

1 SET re n Th. 

Why, how now.? What does Maſter Fenton hen f 

You wrong me, Sir, thus Ill to haunt my houſe; 5 
told you, Sir, my daughter is difpos'd of. 

Fent. Nay, Maſter Page, be not impatient, 2 

Mrs. Page. Good Maſter Fenton, come not tom Giv 
child, e we F 

Page. She is no match for you. Go | 

Fent. Sir, will you hear me? © B 

Page. No, good Maſter Featon.— F 
Come, Maſter Shallow Come, . e in. brew 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Mailer Fentou, 

4 * TExove Page, Shallow, and Slendet. 118 
je. Speak to Mrs. Page. ö l F. 

. ; enk. Good Mrs. Page, for that 1 love yout th/o 
In tuch a righteous faſhion as ] do, [daughter 9 
Let me have your good will, © | her | 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon ſo mitt 
M, . Page. I mean it not, 1 ſeek” you a beiin F, 

_ Huſband, e prom 

vic. That is my maſter, Maſter Doctor. 2, 

ane. Alas, I had rather be fer quigk i* th ert. year: 

s. Page. Come, trouble not yourſelf goody worn 

Mafter Fenton. come 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy. her y 
My daughter will T-quefſon how. the loves you; rant 
And as I find her, ſo am I affected. Fa 
Till then fatewel, Sir; ſhe muſt needs go in, her tl 
Her father will be angry. RI and t 
FO [Exeunt Mrs. Page ad Ant 9, 

Fent, Farewel, gentle miſtreſse-farewe!, Nan. . 

| Quice This is m ö doing, now, , Nay, laid I, will 2 

ou ; a 
Caſt . our child on a fool and a phyfician? Na 
Look on Maſter Fenton: this is my doing - Fa 


Feng. I thank theez and I pray theres once 


n? 
Pray, you, a werd with yous N | 


wghte 


a here! 
houſe; 


at, 
t to n 


. In. 
Fenton, 


Slender, 


ve you? 
avghter, 


in, 


d Anne, 


„Nu. 
id I, will 


cian? 
a 


Give my ſwee: Nan this ring.——There's for thy 
ains. | | 

Pas Now Heaven ſend thee good fortune! A 
kind heart he hath; à woman would run through 
fire and water, for ſuch a kind heart. But yet, I 
would my maſter had Mrs. Anne, or I would Mr. 
Slender had her; or, in ſooth, I would Mr. Fenton | 
had her. I will do what I can for them all three, 
for ſo I have promiſed; and I'll be as good as my 
word, but ſpeciouſly for Mr. Fenton. Well, I muſt 
of another errand to Sir John. Falſtaff, from my 
two miſtreſſes; what a beaſt am I, to ſlack it! 

SCENE V. TheGarterinn, 
Enter Falſtaff end Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph! 

Bard. Here, Sir, 

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, and put a toaſt 
in't. [Exit Bardolph.] Have I liv's to be carry'd 
in a baſket, like a barrow of butcher's offal, and to 
de thrown into the Thames? Well, if I be ſerved 
ſuch another trick, I'Il have my brains ta'en out and 
butter'd, and give them to a dog for a new-year's 
gift. The rogues fleighted me into the river, with 
as little remorſe as they would have dro wn d a bitch's 
blind puppies, fifteen i' th' litter; and you may 
know, by my ſize, that I have a kind of alacrity. 
in ſinking: if the bottom were as deep as hell, 1 
ſhould down. I had been drown'd, but the ſhore 
was ſhelvy and ſhallow; a death that I abhor; for 
the water ſwells a man: and what a thing would I 
have been when I had been ſwelled! I ſhould have 
been a mountain of mummy. | ” 

Enter Bardolph. | 

Bard. Here's Mrs. Quickly, Sir, to ſpeak with 
you. F 

Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome ſack to the 
Thames water; for my belly's as cold, as if I had 
ſwallow'd ſnow- balls for pills. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Ester Mrs. Quickly. 

Quic, By your leave: 1 cry your mercy. 
Give your worthip good morrow. 

Fal. Bardolph! as 
Go brew me a pottle of ſack, fizely. 

Bard. With eggs, Sir? 

Fal. Simple of itſelf; I' no pullet- ſperm in my 
brewage.— How now? ö | | 

vic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhi 
us Ford. 1 : * * 

Fal. Mrs, Ford? I have had ford enough; I was 
th-owa into the ford; I have my belly- full of ford. 

Yuic, Alas the day! good heart, that was not 
her tault: She does ſo take on with ber men; they 
miſtook their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's 
promiſe, 

Vic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to ſee it, Her huſband goes this 
morning a birding; ſhe deſires you once more. to 
come to her, between eight and nine. I muſt carry 
ber word, quickly: mel make you amends, I War- 
rant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo; and bis 
her think what a man is: let her conſider his frailty, 
and then judge of my merit. 

Dic. I will tell her. | 

Ful. Do fo. Between nine and ten, ſay'ſt thou? 

Nic. Eight and nine, Sir. ; | 

Fai, Well, be gone, I will not miſs her. 

Quic, Peace be with you, Sir. Exit. 
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ſeat me word to tay within -I like hirmaney well, 
[ Exit. | —Oh, here he comes. * Lana BE - - 


Ferd. Bleſs you, Dips +c! 6 


has in their baſket; I quaked for wy 


for foul clothes. 


Enter Ford, 
- Fail. Now, Maſter Brook, you come to know 
what bath paſs'd between me and Ford's wife... 
Ferd. That, indeed, Sir Jahn, is my buſineſs, 
Fal. Maſter Brook, I will not lye to you; + 
I was at her houTe the hour ſhe appointed me. 
Ford. And you ſped, Sit? * r 
Fal. Very ill-favour'dly, Maſter Bron. 
5 * How, Sir! vid the change her determinas 
tion emf ws © x 
Fal. No, Maſter Brook; but the peaking cor- 
nuto, her huſband, Maſter Brook, dweliing in a 
continual larum of jealouſy, comes in the inftant of 
our enceunter, after we had embraced, kiſſed, pro- 
teſted, and as it were, ſpoke the prologue of our co- 
medy; and at his heels a rabble of his companions, 
thither provoked and inſtigated by his diſtemper, and 
forſooth, to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. 
Ford. What, while you were there? 
Fal. While I was there. 
Ford. And did he ſearch for you, and could not 
find you ? | . 
Fal. You ſhall hear. As good luck would have 
it, comes in one Mrs. Page, gives intelligence of 
Ford's approach, and by her invention, and Ford's 
2 direction, they conyey's me into a buek · baſ- 
et. n es 
Ford. A buck- baſket ? en 
Fal. Vea, a buck-baſket ; rammed me in with 
foul thirts and ſmocks, ſocks, foul, ſtockings, and 
greaſy napkins, that, Maſter Brook, there was the 
rankeſt compound of villaingus ſmell that gver of- 
fended noſtril,, , _ ; 8 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 3 
Fal. Nay, you ſhall heat, Maſter Brook, what 
I have ſoffer'd to bring this woman to evil, for your 
good. Being thus cramm'd in the baſket, a-coupls 
of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were call'd forth by 
their miſtreſs, to carry me, in the name of foul 
clothes, to Datchet Lane. They took me on their 
ſhoulders, met the jealous knave, their maſtery at 
the door, who aſked them once or twice what th 
| leſt the lu- 
natie knave would have ſearched jt; but fate, or- 
daining he ſhou!d be a cuckold, held his hand. 
Well, on went he, for a ſearch; and away went I, 
But mark, the ſequels, Maſter 
Brook, I ſuffered the pangs of three egregious deaths: 
Firſt, an intolerable fright, to be detected by a jea- 
lous rotten bell-weather; next to be com paſſed like 
a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt 
%o point, heel to head; and theo to be Rept, like 
a ſtrong diſtillation, with ſtinking clothes, chat 
fretted in their own greaſe : think of that; a mag 
of my kidney; think of that, that am as ſubject to 
heat, as butter; a man of continual diſſolution and 
thaw; it was a miracle to "(cape ſaffocation. And 
in the h&ight of this bath, wben 1 was more than 
half ſtewed in greaſe, like a Dutch dich, to be 
thrown into the Thames, and cool'd, glowing bot, 


in that ſurge, like a horſe- hoe; think of that 


hiſſing hot; think of that, Maſter Brook, | 
Ford. In good ſadne(s, Sir, 1 am ſorry that for 


| my ſake you have (uffer'd all this. My ſuit is then 


deſpera;e;z you'll undertake her no more? 7 
Fal. Maſter Brook, I will oe thrown into Etna, 

as 1 have been inte the Thames, ere 1 will leave 

her thus. Her huſband is this morning gone a bird- 


Fal. 1 marvel, I hear not of Maſter Brock; h- 


ings 4 have received from her another embaily of 


— 


\ 


HA 


Ferd. Tis paſt eight, already, Sir. 
Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me 
tment. Come to me at your-cenvenient lei- 
ure, and you ſhall -ktow how I ſpeed 3 and the 
| Eonclufion - ſhall be crowned with your enjoying 
her. Adieu; you ſhall have ber, Maſter Brook 
Maſter Brook, you ſhall cuckold Ford. [Z. it. 
Ferd. Hum! ha! Js this a wen? Is this a 
dream ? Do 1 ſleep ? Mafter Ford, awake; awake. 
Miſter Ford ; there's a hole made in. your beſt 
coat, Maſter Ford; this tis to be married! this 
Nis to have nen and: huck-bafkers! Well, 1 will 
aim myſelf hat I am; 1 will now take the 

_ etcher; he is at my Houſe ; he cannot "ſcape me, 
"fs impoMible, he mould; he cannot creep into a 
penny purſe, nor into a pepper-box. But, 
teſt the devil that guides him ſhould aid him, 1 
_ Will ſearch impoſſible places. Though what 1 ain 
| I cariiot avoid, vet to be what I would not, ſha! 
not make me tame; if I have horns to make one 
— let the proverb go with me, I'll be horn 
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E N E I. Ford's Houſe. 

Enter Falſtaff and Mrs. Ford. 

7 Fal. Mr Ferd; your ſorrow hath eaten 

IVI my fuffetance; I ſee you are obſe- 

ions in your love, and I profeſs requital to a 

bair's breadth ; not only, Mrs. Ford, in the ſimple 

office of love, but in the aceouſtrement, compli- 

ment, and ceremony of it. But are you (ure of 

n „ Now Þ+ - | . 3 

Ir. Ford. He's a birding, ſweet Sir John, 

Mrs. Page. [Mi.] What, hva, goflip Ford 


What hoa !. ; | 
A. Herd. Step into the chamber, Sir Joby. 
WOT OB e'S | 13 [Exit Falſtaff. 
de Miftrefs Page. 
i Mi. Dae How now, ſweet-heart, who's at 
2 — 8 — e 
N. Page. Indeed ? . DP 
M ere os certainfy- Speak louder. - 
s. Page. Truly lam glad you have nobody here. 

Mrs. P Why? 9 : "0 l 
' #4, Page. Why, woman, your huſband is in his 
el kuncts again; he ſo takes on, yonder, with my 
Huſbind ;- fo rails againſt all married mankind; 1 
- Uta, glad the fat Knight is not here. * 

© Mrs. Ferd. Why, does be talk of kim ? | 


Mrs. Pape... Of none but him, and ſwears he Was, 


eartjed out, the laſt time he ſearched for him, in a 
aſket; proteſts to my huſband he is now hefe; and 
Nath drawn him and the teſt of their company from 
Xheir ſport, to mike another experiment of his fu 
Ipicion';. but I em glad the knight ia cob here j now 
Ke ſhalt fee his own fooler y,. | 
| At. Ford. How near is he, Mes. Page? 
+ Mrs. Page. Hard hy, at fitec:'s end, he will be 
here anon. bs | i 
; 29: Ford. Lam undotie; the knight is here. 
| Ts. Page. Why then thou are utterly famed, 
| yo he's.but a dead man, What a'woman are you ! 
way with him, away with him: better ſhame thar 
murder. a 6 * a f 
.. Ford. Which way ſhould he go? How 


© 


1 


dhectitg's Tant Gght und nine it the hour, 
- -» Mafter Brook. 7: NOR 8 2 
5 1 Brgy I not go out, ere he come? 


Brentford, has a gown above. 


Jas big as he is; and there“: he: thrumb hog, 


11 Merry Wives. of Windſor: 


RY" Enter Falſtaff. - i ts 
Fal. No, I'll come no more i'th* baſket +- 


mY ; 


Mes. Page. Alas, alas | three of Maſter Ford't 
brothers watch the door. with piſtols, that none 
mould . iſſue out; otherwiſe you might ſip away, 
ere he came 1 but what. make you here! 
Fal. I'll creep up into the chimney, |, - 
_ Mrs. Ford. There they always uſed to diſcharge 
their birding pieces z creep into the kiln-hole, 
Fal. Where is it ? 45 rib C5440 
Mrs: Ford. He will ſeek. there, on my word; 
neither preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vaplt, but 
he hath had an abſtract for the remembraice of 
ſuch places, and goes to them by his note; there 
is no hiding you in the houle, 
Fal. I'II go out, then: 
Mrs. Ford. It you go out in your own ſemblance, 
you die, Sir john, unleſs you go out'Gifguifen. How 
might we ditguiſe him? N 
N.. Page. Alas the day, I know ent: there is 
no woman's gowh big enough for him, others iſe 
he might put on a hai, a mufflar, and a kerchiet, 
and ſo eſcape. * | 
Fal. Good heart, deviſe ſomething; any extie- 
mity, rather than miſchief. | | 
Mrs. Ferd. My maid's aunt, the (at woman of 


rr» Page. On my word, it will ferve bin fue“ 


and 
her muffler too. Run up, Sir John. | 
«Mrs. Ford. Go, go, {iter Sir ohn; Mrs. Pege 
and I will look ſome linen For yo tr head. 
Mrs. Page. Quick, quick, i® !! come axeſs, you 
ſtraight; put on the gown the while, | Ex. Faiſteft, 
Mrs. Ford. I would my kuſband would mert him 
in this ſhape: he cannot abice thr old woman of 
Brentford ; he ſwears ſhe's a witch, forbade ter my 
nouſe, and hath threatened to beat her. But n 
my huſband coming? _, . 
Mrs. Page. Ay, in good fa"refs is he; and tals 
of the bc it too, however he kath Dad inteliigence, 
Mrs. Ford. Well try that; tor I apporit my 
men to carry the baſket again, to mee him at the 
door with it, as they did. laſi-time. h 
Mrs. Page. Nav, bet heil be here, preſenty; 
let's go dels him like the witch of Brentford. 
Mrs. Ford. I'll fir direct my men what they 
fagil do with the baſket 53 go up, 1 bring neu tor 
him, ſtraight. [ki, Mis, Lage, 
— Here, John, Robert. Go, Sire; take the basket 
agata on your ſhoul ters; your woſter e ba 
door z if he bid you ſet it down, obey u,; quick- 
{ E»it Mrs. bob 
 [Serwarts rake wp the boſset 
Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius, ad Evans. 
Ford. Ay, but if it prove tree, Maſter Page, 
have you any way then to unſool me again ? det 
down the baſket, vitiains; ſomeboy, call my vile, 
youth, In à baſker! Uh, you panderi) rafealh 
theres» kt, a gangs a pack, a conſpiracy sgi 
me! now ſha!l the devil be thamed. Wh at, wiie! 
1 fay; come, come forth; behold what honth 
clothes you fend torth to, bleaching. LEP 
Page. Why this is extravagaice, Maſter Ford 
you are not to go looſe, any longer 3 you muſt be 
pinioned. 
Eva. Wy this is lunatice; this is mad a9 
mad dog. * 
bal. Indeed, Maſter Ford, this is bot well inder. 
Ferd. So ſay 1 too, Sit, | Frey Mrs. Fos, 


Thoutd ' beſtow him, Mall 1 put him into the 
; 4 ballet again 7 e 3 8 — 1 N. + as 


Come hither, Mrs. Ford, M:s. Ford, the hooel 


ls you 
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er my 
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woman, the modeſt wife, ihe virtuous creature, 
that hath the jealous fool to her hubeanty * I ſuſpect 
without cauſe, miſtreſs, do 17 


Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be wy witneſs, you do, iff Mrs. Ford; What think you? May we, with 


you lulpeck me ig any diſhoneſty. 

Ford. Well faid, brazen-ſace, hold it out i come 
forth, firrah. [Pulli tbe elotbes out of che baſker.| 

Mrs. Ford: Are you not nes? Re. "hook the 
clot ies alone. 

Ford. 1 ſhall find you, anon. 

Eva. Tis unreaſonable; wilt you rake 1 up your 
wife's cloaths ? come away. 

Ford. Empty the baſker, 1 * 

Mrs. For Why, man, wh 4 

Ford. Maſter Page, as Lam a man, there was 
one convey'd out of my houſe, yeſterday, in this 


baket; why may not he be there again? In my} 


houſe I am ſure he is; my intelligence. is true, my 
jealouſy is reaſonable; pluck. me. out all the linen, 

Mrs. Ford. If you hd « 9 hare, Oy die 
a flea's death, | 

Page. Here's no man- 

Sbal. By my fidelity, this is not t well, Maſter 
Ford; this wrongs you. 

* Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not fol- 
low the imaginations of your own heart; 0 is 
jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he is not here ] ſeek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe, but in your brain, 

Ferd. Help to ſea ch my houſe, this one time; 


de Merry. Wines of Windſor: 


Mrs. Page. In have the 


cudel 
hung o'er the altar ʒ it hath done meritarious 
ſervice. 


the warrant of woman»hood, and whe witneſs of & 
good conſcience, purſue him with any further 


revenge ? 
Mrs. Pay age: The. mid of wantootaſs 1. Furs 
Tſcared out 51 him. 


Mrs. Ford, Shall we tell dur buſbands how wa 
have ſerved him? 
| Mrs. Page. Ves, by all means if it de but de 
ſcrape the figures out of ' your huſhatid's brain; 17 
they can find in their hearts the poor unpvirtuous 


will ſtill be the miniſters, 

Mrs. Ferd. I'll warrant t 1 
lickly ſram'u, and methink t 
to tne — ſhould he not be ſo. 


him pub- 
be nd period 


Bar. Sir, the German defires to have three of 
your horſes z the duke hitt{felf” will be es 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 
Hoſt. What duke ſhould that be comes fo ff 4 
I hear not of him in the court :" let me Jr's with 
the gentlemen ; they ſpeak EngliQh, * 


if 1 find not what I ſeek, thew no colour for my e Nie el calt therm te you. 


extremity z let me for ever be your table-ſport ; let 


them ſay of me, as Jealous as Ford, that fearched} 
a hollow walnut for his wife's love. Satisfy me 
once more, once more ſearch with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What koa, Mrs. Page! come you 


and the Wyo woman don; my huſband will come 


into the 
Ford. Old 9 what old woman's that? 
i W's Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brent- 
or 

Ford. A witch, a-quean, an old cozening quean ! 
have I not forbid her my fv] ? the comes of er- 
rands, does ſhe? Come voun, you witch, you bag 
you, come down, I ſay. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good foot huſband 3 good gen- 
tlemen, let him not ftrikg the old woman, 

Enter Falſta, in Women's Clythes. 

Mrs. Page, Come, mother Prat, come, give me 
your hand, 

Ford. I'll Prat herz out of my door, you. witch, 
[Beats bim —you hag, you baggage» you polecat, 
gut, out, out; Tu conjure you, I' fortune- tel 

jou. * Falf aff. 
Mrs. Page. Are you not aſhamed 
I think 2 have Kar the poor woman. 

Mri. Ford. Nay, he will do it tie a good!y cre - 
dit for you, 

Ford, Hang her, witch. 

Eva. By yea and no, T think the oman is a 
witch, indeed ; I like not when 2 oman has a great 
pears: L ſpy 2 great peard under har 'tuffler. 

Ferd. Will you follow, geatiemeo ? 1 heſeech| 
you follow z ſce but the iſſue of my jealouſy 5 If | 
ey out — upon no trial, never truſt me when ! 


open aga 
Page. Let's obey his humour, à Rttle f arther : | 
\Come, gontle mei. [Exeunt. 


Mn. Page. Truſt me, he beat him molt pitifully, 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the maſs, that he did not; 
bs bes him moſt wapitifellys wethought. 


Hoft, They ſhall have my borſes; but PI! 
them pay; iH ſauce them. They have "had tr 
houſe à week at command, I have urped. away 
my other gyeſts . they' muſt cotupt o 3 In fades 
them; come. K. 


SCENE II. Ford's Hou * 
| Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Pa Ford, — Evang. 
Eva, Tis one of the Nee jons of a '0mang 


as ever I did look upon. 


Page. And did ke ſend you both-thoſe lertghd at 


an —_— Fd + 
Ari. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife ; henceforth, do What thou 
rather will ſuſpect the ſyn with cola, wht t 
Than thee with wantonaeſs;' e dei thy any 


In him that was of late gn heretic, * 


| As firm of faith. 


Page. Tis well, "tis well; 20 more. 5 
Be not as extieme in ſubmiſſion av in 
But let out plot go forward i let dur wives, ” 
Yet once again, to make us public ſport, | 
Appoint a mesting with this old fat fellow, | 
Where we may take him, and di Mm for it. 
Ford, There is no bettet way than that theyſpokd of, 
Page. How? to ſend him word they'll mest him 
in the park, at midnight; Ey, fy, he I ne yer come. 
Ewa. You ſay he hach bean thrown ih a river; 
and hath been grievouſly peaten, as an old om 
methinks there ſhould, be tertort in him, that hg 
ſhould not come; methinks his gen WY 
he ſhall have no defires, 0 9125 
Page. 80 think 1 too. 
| Mrs. Ferd. Deviſe but how you?! uſobln when be 
comes; and let us two deyife do bring him rhithier. 
3 Theres an old tale goes, u 


Sometime a-keoper bere in Windfer forelty 
Doch all the winter time, at ſtill of mnidniighe,” 
Walk round about at oak, with ragged — 
You've heard of ſuch a . and well l 
. ſuperſiigious, idle - headed Eld, 


" 


63 7 MY: 


hallowed, a4 


fat knight ſhail be any farther. CEOs we. wv 


. Page, Come, to the forge with it, then 
ſhape it; would not have thipgs cool. 7 
SCENE I. T be Garter Ius. EI 
| © Enter Hoſt and Bardalph. 


\ 


- 


nt 


ia Veep of night to walk by this Herne's oak ; 


quick, ſaap. 


| : 


. 


Receiv'd} and nd Aner- to our age, | 


© This tale of Herne the hunter, for a truth. 


Tags: Why yet there want not many, that do 
n 1 ng x or a 3 


But what of this? | 
Mes. Ford. Marry, this is our device, 


That Falſtaff at this oak ſhall meet with vs. 


Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come. 
And g's = ſhape, when you have brought him 
| i er, 4 a 


What ſhall be done with him? What is your plot ? 
. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon. 
Dos. Let us about it; 

It is admirable pleaſures, and ferry honeſt knaveries. 


A  [ Execunt Page, Ford, and Evans, 
SCENE IV. The Garter Inn. 
| | Enter Hoſt and Simple. | 
He. What wauldſt thou have, boor ? what, 
thiekſkio ? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs ; brief, tort, 


Sim. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John 
Falſtaſf, from Mr. Slender. 4 | 
. Heft.. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſtle, 


| his ſtanding - bed and truckle-bed; tis painted about 


with the ftory of the Prodigal, freſh and new: go, 
knock. and call! he'll ſpeak like an Anthropopha- 


ginian unto thee; knock, I ſay, | 
Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone 


& 1 5 bis chamber; I'll be ſo bold as to ſtay, Sir, 
till 


: 8 1 come to ſpeak. with her, in- 

bed. . rk e ” » 4 
Hg. Ha! a fat woman? the knight may be 

robb'd ; I'll call. Bully knight ! bully Sir John! 

ſpeak gp thy lungs military; art thou there? It 

is thine Hoſt, thine Epheſian, calls, 

Fal. How now, mine Hoſt ? +, 

: Hoff: Here's a Bohemian Tartar tarries the coming 

down of thy fat woman: let her deſcend, bully, 


let ber deſcend; my chambers are honourable : fye, | 


privacy! fye. 

1 Fal. There was, mine Hoft, an old fat woman, 
even nom with me; but ſhe's gone. | 
Sin. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wife woman 
of Brentford ? | : 
Fal. Ay, marry was it, muſſel-ſhell, what would 
you with her? 

Sim. My maſter, Sir, my maſter Slender, ſent to 
—4 K e . — ſtreet) to know, Sir, 
whether one Nym, Sir, t uil'd him of a chain 
het the eee N 
Fal. 1 ſpake with the old woman about it. 


„ Sim. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, Sir? ; 
Fla. Marry, the ſays; that the very fame man that 


4 Maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him 
Sim. I would 1 could have ſpoken with. the wo- 


man herſelf. I had other things to have ſpoken with 


her too, from him. 
Fal. What are they ? let us know. 
1 Ay, come z quick. 47 
1 may not conceal them, Sir, 
: Conceal em, or thou dy. 
_ Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about 


Mrs. Anne Page, to know if NI Wr told me yo, had appointed? 


fortuse te bave her er no. 
Fal. Pia, tis his fortune. 


a . N * — . x 3 . . f 
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Sia. May I be bold to ſay fo, Sir? 
Fal. Ay, Sir; like who more bold, | 
Sim. I thank your worſhip: 1 ſhall make my 
maſter glad with theſe tid inge. [xu Simple, 
Heß. Thou art clerkly; thou art clerkh, Sit 


ou : was there a wife woman with thee? 


Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoft, one that 
| hath taught me more wit than er learn'd before 
in my life; and 1 paid nothing for it neither, but 
wis paid for my learning —[ Exit Hoſt, } If it ould 
come to the ear of the court, how I have been tra: s- 
formed, and how my transformation hath been waſhed 
and cudgelled, they would melt me out of my fat, 
drop by drop, and liquor fiſhermen's boots with it, 
1 warrant, they would whip me with their fine wits, 
till I were as creſt-fall'n as a dry'd pear. I never 
proſper'd ſince 1 foreſwore myſelf at Primetd. Well, 
if my wind were but long enough to tay my prayecs, 
| would repent.— Now, whence come you? 


Enter Mrs. Quickly. 

NAuic. From the two parties, forſooth. | 
Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the 
other, and fo they ſhall be both beſtowed; I have 
ſuffered more for their ſakes, more than the villain- 
ous inconftancy of man's diſpoſition is able to bear, 

Avic. And have not they ſuffered? yes, I war- 
rant, ſpeciouſly one of them; Mrs. Ford, good 
heart, is beaten. black and blue, that you cannot 
ſee a white ſpot about ber. . MOV 

Fal. What, tell'ſt thou me of black and blue! l 
was beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rain- 
bor; and I was like to be apprehe;:ded for the witch 
of Brentford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, 
counterfeiting the action of a mad woman, delivered 
me, the knave, conſtable, had ſet me i' th' Rocks, 
* th' common ſtocks, for a witch, 5 

Quic, Sir, let me ſpeak with you, in your cham- 
berz you ſhall hear how things go, and, I warrant, 
to your content. Here is a letter will ſay ſomewhat, 
— Good hearts, what ado is here to bring you to- 
gether, | Woe 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt 


„ 
SCENE I. The Garter Inn. 


Enter Falſtaff and Mrs. Quickly. 


Fal. DR'YTHEEF, no more prattling; go, Il 
hold. This is the third time; I hope 
good luck lies in odd numbers; away, go; they lay 
there is divinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, 
chance, or death; away. 

Quic. I'll provide you a chain, and I'll do why 

I can to get you a pair of horns, | > 
[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly. 
Fal. Away, I ſay, time wears; hold up your 
How now, Maſter Brook ? Mafter Brook, the mat- 


ter will be knowt to-night, or never. Be you 8 


the park' about midnight, at Hetne's oak, and 50 
ſhall ſee wonders. | | | 
Fend. Went you not to her yeſterday, Sir, avy00 
Fol. I went to her, Maſter Brook, 28 you-ſtt 
like a poor old wan; but I caine from her, Maſter 


Brook, like a poor old woman. The ſame knave, 


| Ford, her huſband; hath the fineſt mad devil of 0 


louſy in him, Maſter Brook, that ever govern 


. I will tell you, he beat me rie vouſly, io 
_ of u woman; for in the ſhape of a man, 
Matter Brook, 1 fear not Goliah with a weaver's 
beam, Maſter Brook, fince I pluckt geeſe, play'd 
truant, and whipt top, 1 knew not what 'twas to be 
beaten till lately. Folluw me, I'll tell you ſtrange 
things of this knave. Ford, on whom to-night I 
wil be revenged, and I will deliver his wife into 
your hands. Follow ; ſtrange things in hand, 
Maſter Brook ; follow. | Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Windſor Park, 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Page. Come, come, we ll couch i'th' caftle- ditch, 
till we ſee the light of our fairies. Remember, 
ſon Slender, my daughter. 

Slen. Ay, forſooth, I have 
we have a nay-word how to know one another. | 
come to her in White, and cry mum, the cries bud- 
get, and. by that we know one another. 
| Shal, That's good too; but what needs either 
your mum, or her budget; The white will gecy- 
pher her well enough.” It hath ſtruck ten o'clock, 

Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits wilt 
decome it well ; heaven proſper our fport ! No man 
means evil, but the devil, and we ſhall know him 
by his horns. Let's away ; follow me. [ Exeunt. 
 $C-EN-E- III. | 

Enter Mrs; Page, Mrs, Ford, and Caius. 

M.. Page. Mr. Doctor, my daughter is in green: 
when you - your time, take her by the hand, away 
with her to the Deanry, and diſpatch it quickly; go 
before into the park ; we two muſt go together. 

Cui. I know vat I have to do; adieu. ; 
- Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. Exit Ca 


zus.] 
My huſband will not rejoice ſo much at the abuſe of 
Falſtaff, as he will chafe at the Doctor's marrying 
my daughter: but "tis no matter; better a little chi- 
ding, than a great deal of: heart-breaking. _ 
Mrs. Ford: Where is Nan, now, and her troop 
of fairies, and the Welſh devil, Evans? | 
Mrs. Page. They are all couch'd in à pit, hard 
by Herne's oak, with obſcut'd lights; which at the 
very inſtant of FalſtafF's and our meeting, they will 
at once diſplay to the knight. 
: Mrs, Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 
Ms. Page. If he be not amazed, he will be 
mock'd, 
Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. 
Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch lewdfters, 
Thole that betray them do no treachery, 
Mri. Ford. The hour draws on; to the oak, to 


oak | [Execunt, 
SCENE W. 
Enter Evans, and Fairies, 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies z come, and remember 
your parts; be bold, 1 pray you, follow me into 
the pit, and when I give the watch-'ords, do as I 
did you; come, come ; trib, trib. [ Exeunt. 

3 N B V. 
Enter Falſtaff. 

Fal. The Windſor bell hath ftruck twelve, the 
minute draws on; 1 am here a Windſor ſtag, and 
the fatteſt, I think, i'th' foreſt, Who comes 


here ? my doe? | 4 
rd and Mrs. Page. 


-. 


Enter Mrs, Fo Do þ 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John? Ait thou there, my deer? 
M. male-deer ? 

Fal. My doe! Let the ſky rain potatoes, let it 
thunder to the tune of Green Steeves, hail kiſſing- 
comfits, and ſnow eringoes ; let there come a tem- 
peſt of provocation, I wiil ſheiter me here. 
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ſpoke with her, and 


| 


* 


Fal. Divide me like a bride buck; each abaunch; . 
„ill keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulder for the. 
fel|oy of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your 
huſbands, Am 1 a woodman, ha? Speak I like 
Herne the hunter ? why, now is Cupid a child of 
conſcience, he makes reſtitution, Av I am a true 
pitit, welcome. [Noiſe wicbin. 

Mrs. Page. Alas! what S 

Mes. Ford. Heav'n forgive our fins! 

Fal. What ſhail this be ? | 

Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Page, away, away. 

3 : | Ws e Women run out. 
Enter Evans and Fairies, they pinch Falitaff, and 
: exeunt. 72 
Enter Page, Ford, Sc. They lay hold of bim. 

Poge. Nay, do not fly, I think we have watch'd 
you now: | 

Will none but Herne the hunter ſerve your turn? 
Mrs. Page. I pray you, come; hold up the jeſt 
no higher, 5 1 
Now, good Sir Jenn, how like-you Windſor wives? 
See you theſe, haſbands ? Do not theſe fair yoaks 
Become the foreſt becter than the town ? 1 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold, now? - 

Maſter 22 Falftaff's a knave, a cuckoldly 
nave, , 

Here are his horns, Maſter Broole. 

And, Maſter Brook, he hath enjoy'd nothing of 

Ford's, _F 
But his buck-baſket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds 
of money, which muſt be paid to Maſter Brook 
his horſes are arrefted for it, Maſter Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck, we 
could never meet, I will never take you for my 
iove again, but I will always count you my dear, 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made anafs, 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs are 


extant, f 

Fal. And theſe are not fairies ? 

I was three or four times in the thought they were 
not faitigs ; and yet the guiltineſs of my, mind, the 
ſudden ſurprize of my powers, drove the groſſneis 
of the foppery into à received belief, that they 
were fairies. | See now, how wit may be made a 
jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon ill employment. 

Ewa. Sir John Falftaff, ſerve Heav'n, and leave 
your defires, and fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford. Well ſaid, Fairy Hugh. 1 

Eva. And leave your jealoufies ton, I pray you. 

Ford. 1 will never miſtruſt my wife again, till 
thou art able to woo her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd 
it, that it wants matter to prevent ſo.groſs o'er- 
reaching as this; Am I ridden with a Welſh goat, 
too? "Tis time I were choak'd with a piece of 
toaſted cheeſe. 

Eva. Seeſe is not good to give putter; your 
pelly is all putter, | 

Fal. Seeſe and putter ? Have I liv'd to ſtand in 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of Engliſh? 

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, though 
we would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and ſhoulders, that ever the devil could bave 
Met. Page. A puft man? 

Page. Old, and as poor as Job. 


made you our delight ? 1 
of flax? 
Page. Old, cold, wichen d, 
Ford, And as wicked as his wife. 


hs Ferd. Mrs, Page is come with me, ſweet 
to . 1 


.. Ford. What a hodge pudding? A bag 
and of intolerable 
entrails ? | 
Ford. And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan? 
Eva. And given to fornications, and to-taverns, 
and ſack, and wine, metheglins, and to drinking, 


=" © The Merry 
"and ſwearings, ſtarings, pribbles and 7 
Fal. Well, I am your theme ; you have the tart 

of me, I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer'the 
Welſh flannel + ignorance itſelf ie 'a plummer cer 
me, uſe me as you will. I 4 
"Ford. Marry, Sir, we'll 
to one Mr. Brook, that you have cozen'd of money, 
to whom you ſhould have been a pander: over and 


above that you have ſuffer'd, ! think to repay the 


money will be a biting affliction; 928 
Page. Vet be chearful, knight, thou ſhalt eat 
a golltt, to-night, at my houſe, where I will deſire 
thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. 
Tell her, Mr. Slender hath marry'd her daughter. 
Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; 
If Anne Page be my daughter, ſhe is, by this, Doc- 
tor Caius's wife, = | 
ater Slender. % 
Ken. What hoe! hoe! Father Page! * 
Page. Son! How now ! How now, ſon ? 
Have you difpatch'd!. | £4 | 
Slen. Diſpatch'd ! I'll make the beſt in Gloceſter, 
ſhire know on't: would I were hang'd-la, elſe, 
Page. Of what, ſon ? x 
Slen, I came yonder at Eaton, to marry Mrs, 
Anne Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it 
had not been i'th* church, I would have ſwinge d 
him, or he ſhould have ſwinge d me. If I did not 
think it had been Anne Page, would I might never 
Mir, and "tis a poſt-maſter's boy. 
Page. Upon my life then you took the wrong. 
Sen. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, 
when I took a boy for a girl; if I had been marry'd 
to him, for all he was in woman's apparel, I would 
not have had him. 
Page. Why, this is your own folly. d 
Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daugh- 
ter by her garments? i , 
Slen. I went to ber in white, and cry'd mum, 
and the cry'd budget, as Anne and I had appointed; 
and yet it was not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew 
of your purpoſe, turn'd my daughter into green, 


Wivts of Windfor. 


bring you to Windſor, | 


pardon. 


Sir John and all, 


Ester Caius, 


| Mts. Page? by gar, I am cone 
I ha* marry'd one garſoon, a boy; one peaſant, by 


ids -Y 9 


tar. A boy; it is not Anne 


Page : d gar, 1 ay 
cozen'd. — = 


_—_ Page. Why, did you take her in green} 
aint. A * b 7 and "tis a boy; b 
"A 91 
Ford. This is ſtrange! who hath got the right 
Anne ? . 8 | bw” 
Page. My heart miſgives me; here comes My, 
Fenton. | | "44 


7 


Inter Fenton and Anne Page. h N 
How now, Mr. Fenton? 


Anne, Pardon, good father; good my moths; 


- 


Page. Now, miſtreſs, N | 
How chance you went not with Mr. Slender? 
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Docht 
mad? | 7:9 # 
Fent. You do amaze her. Hear the truth of it, 
You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love; 
The truth ie, the and I, long ſince contracted, 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diſſol ve us. 
Ferd. Stand not amaz d; here is no remedy, -. 
In love, the heavens themſelves do guide the ftats! 
Money buys lands, wives are ſold by fate. 
Foal. I am glad, though you have ta'en's ſpecial 
ſtand to ſtrike at me, that your arrew hath glanc'k 
Tags, Wes what 2 ＋ Fenton, heav'n g 
oy ! | 
What — be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 
Fal. When night-dogs run, all ſorts of deer ar” 


chae'd, 


Mrs. Page. Well, I will muſe no farther, My 
AA 5 | —— 
Heav'n give you many, many merry days! 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er, by a country fire 


14 


Ford. Let it be ſo, Sir John: | #4 w 
H hold your word; 


gnd indeed the is now with the Doctor at the 
Deanry, and there married. 7 


To Maſter Brook you yet 

For he to-night ſhall lie with Mittreſs Ford, 
OO [Enna 
_— this. 2 

. 4% 


